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Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 
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PPP EEO GET AA A II AA Res oo a 


Congratulatory VERSEs 
| To His Excellency | 
Jos EFH MiTcHeLr, Eſq; 


On a REPORT of his being preferr'd to che 
Government of Ducx-Is.anD, in 
St. caps Park. 


N eft bibendum, nunc pede libero 
Pulſanda tellus --- - Fon. 


„ 


HEN to my Ears the joyful Tidings 


| [came, 
That M1TCHELL, Son of Phot Bus, 
ſand of Fame! 


[cious Smile, 
To ſway the Sceptre of St. James 5 _ 


Unuſual Raptures in my Boſom ſprung, - : 
Beam d in my Eyes, and trickled from my Tongue: 
B Nor 


Was rais'd, by WAIrOoE s moſt auſpi- 
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| Congratulatory Vers: ES 


: Nor ceas'd the ſocial Sharers of the News, 
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| T'extol the Patron and to hail the Muſe. 
Co ſage Sr. EvR EMOND 's immortal Shade 
Kiow who his honcur'd Succeſſor is made, 
In Realms of Death, he'd raiſe a tuneful Voice, 85 
And kindred Bards, in Concert, wou'd rejoite. 
5 Methinks, I hear the Burden of their Song | 
« All Praiſe to WAZ To E! may he proſpe 


« MiTcxtLr the great ST. EVREMOND ſucceeds, 
« And Ducks and Geeſe, with like Diſcretion, feeds. 
| | vet tho' thy Shoulders were by Nature meant, 
T0 be the inighty Load of Coe im, 
Wear not away the Springs of Life too faſt, | 
Nor, with unwonted Toils, thy Spirits wile : 
Appoint forme Swain thy Regions to ober- ſce, 
A Vicar general, or a Deputy, 
And oh! that mint the happy Poft might be? 2 
FE But 


10 J. Mrrenmn, EA;, 3 
But if the Truſt, or Profit, ſeem too great; 
Make me your Chaplain, or your Laureat. 
Tis done - And, now, my Muſe, unbounded, 
Tho- twining Thickets, and etnbow”: ring . ö 
On ev'ry moſſy Bank with Rapture dwells, 
And to each Tree the joyful News reveals; 
Joins the loud Choirs that to the Groves reſort, | 
Ly Tench and Carp, that in the Waters ſport. | 
A Libyan ſage, once, in his dark abode, 
. Taught Jays and Magpies to proclaim bim God: 
Then to the Woods diſpatch'd the chattering Crew, 
Who ſpread his Godlhip's Name, where er they flew, | 
The People liften'd, wonder d, and ador d, 3 
And utyes Ozos 4p} was the Word. 


But leaving Heathen Greek, and Heathen Stories, 


Let's now ſuryey the happy State before us: 
B3 | Where 
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4 Congratulatory VERS Es, &c. 
Where ev'ry free- born Subject ſtill enjoys 
His Liberty, and Property, of Noiſe : 


Where none oppre/s'd, in vain, for Juſtice calls; ; 


N. o ſecret 7. reaſon broods within your Walls: 


No curſed Bribery corrupts the Chair, 
No Duns, no Catch-poles, ever enter chere. 


No Cart, no C oach, no C hi mmnej-faeeper ſeen, 


To break your Reſt, or edge you off the Green. 


Your Laws are juſt : your Ducks at Pleaſure ſtray] 


From Pool to Pool, with Chearfulneſs obey, 
And whake your Praiſc aloud, as well as they may. . 


For you, your Geeſe their grateful Notes employ, 


Ned their grave Heads, and gabble forth their Joy. 


THE 


STNE-CU RE: 
POETICAL PETITION 
| To the RrSHT HonqQur ABLE - 


ROBERT WALP POLE, Eſq 


3777) EARIED with vain Parka. and 
7 [bamble grown, 
5 25 Bs Sod in the Country, and too poor for 
: [Town, 


O how long, in ſome ſoft, ſilent, Seat, 
T o taſte calm net, in ſerene Retreat; 
Where Books, and Eaſe, and Time for ſerious 


Thought, 
May make Wit Wiſdom ere I'm good for — a 


B 3 Warror x, 


6 POEMS 

_ WarrorLs, to thee, the Muſe, afflicted, flies, 
And, from the Deep, like Shipwreck'd Joxan, cries. a 
Thou! the Right-hand of F ortune! form'd to eive 


Let me not die, befdre 1 ve learn d to live. 


J, not for lordly Poſt, or Penſion, plead, 
(Scarce can a Hope, 10 modeſt, not ſucceed.) 

St. JAMES'S Wilderneſs, the Park's fair Ile, 
Wou'd crown my Wiſh, and Care's long Hand 
On that delightful, and ſequeſter d, far © * 
Fitted for me, as Zoar was for Lor! 

1'd ſull Content and Satisfaction bad, 

And cultivate the Garden of my Mind. 

There, like * ST. EvREMOND, I'd grow a Sage, 
And War with Nonſenſe, Vice, and Folly wage: 
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* Monſieur de Sr. rm was preferr d to the Government ofT Duck- 
Iſland &y King CaarLes II. and had a conſiderable yearly Penſion allowd 


him. | 
There, 
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on ſeveral Occaſions. 7 
There, cabin'd ſafe, in Solitude and Peace, ” 
Think who's at Helm, nor fear the Storm's Increaſe. 


What princely Pleaſure, in that envied Scene, 
To hold high Empire o'er the peopled Green! 
Each roſy Morn the riſing Sun to wait, po 
And walk, with him, around my Orb, in State! 
My ſubje& Ducks ſhou'd watch my gracious Will, 
And paſlive Gee bequeath me ev ry Quill. 

Jo each, in order, traverſing my Land, 

Id toſs due Bleſſings, with impartial Hand. 
Birds ſhou'd by Love, and Beaſts by Fear obey ; 
But all pay Homage in th Imperial Way. 
Vet no tyrannick Pow'r ſhou'd pinch their R t, 
Nor hold Rebellion wing their Wills for Flight. 


B 4 Still 
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Still I'd adorn my State with ſomething new, 
Prune its wild Proſpe#s, and enlarge its View; 
Mages of knotty Poli ticks invent, 

And, in each open Quarter, plant Content. 
Then, when diſpos'd for ſolitary Thought, 
Inſpir'd by Leiſure, and by Duty taught, 

I'd run thro” Nature, and the Cauſes find, 
Which lift ſome ſingle Souls aboye Mankind ; 
Which, thro' dckeniling Ages, lengthen Fame, 
And mark a TorLy's, or a WALPOLE's Name. | 

Kindling, at this, to a ſublimer Fire, 

My grateful Heart might teach me to aſpire ; 
Smit with my Country's Love, might Truth purſue, 


And charm an unborn Race, by painting Tn. 


Exhauſtleß 


on ſroeral Occaſions, 9 
Exhauftleſ store my ſubject Il contains, | 
For apt Allufi ions to adorn my Strains. 

In narrow Compaſs, what not there compriz'd? of 
BRITANNIA's Sea-girt Land epitomiz'd ! 

From crowded Scenes of great Avcusra rent, 
As our bleſt Kingdom from the Continent yu 
A Colony of feather'd People ! where et. 

( If we, with great, may ſmaller Things compare) 
J, like a Biſhop, wou'd o'erſce my . 
Or govem, like a King, in Miniature q 


When my few Friends to viſit me ſhou'd pleaſe, 
How ſweet to walk betwixt embow'ring Trees! 
Or, ſoft-reclining in a ſhort Repoſe, 

Pluck the ſurrounding F ruitage as it grows! 

I, to theſe Friends, inſtrudi ve but not vain, 

Wou'd, like St. Jonx in Patmos, Truth explain; 
; Teach 
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10 POEMS 

Teach them, that Happineſs in Silence reigns, - | 
And builds her bow Ty Seats, on peaceful Plains; 
While they tell News of Miſchicfs hourly known, 


But ſhould my Patron deign to leave the Court; 
And humbly to my Hermitage reſort, 
Ambitious, I my /e/f wou d waft him o'er, 

And hail his Preſence on my happy Shore. 
There might he, ſafe, unbend his active Mind, 
Or form, perhaps, ſome Scheme to bleſs Mankind, 
Then wou d the golden Age be mine again, 
And Cxanes's ſhou'd be loſt inGzogce's Reign, 


How pleas'd is Fancy ! how do Dreamsdelight? 


And ah! what pity mine ſhou'd proye a Bite, 


Hear 


— 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 11 


Hear me, thou ATLas of our leaning STATE,— 
Conſent, at leaſt, to make one Poet great: 

On thee, the Mus as then ſhall fix their Eye, 
And, for thy Glory, whole PaRnassvus vie. | 
To guard our Hopes has been the Hero's Pride! 
Tis good to have the Poets on thy Side. 

I, for return, will yearly Homage pay, 

And hail the Riſing of thy natal Day: 

Nor only this,---but, now and'then, afford 

A Fiſh, or Fowl, to dignify thy Board. 


Tis done !---I hear the happy Mandate giy'n,-=- 
Let MITcHtLL have his poor poetic Heay' n, 


And, to ſupport his Government, we grant 


« Twice fifty Pounds fer Annum---All I want! 
Boy, fill the Bowl —tis decent to be glad 3 
Hows, on leſs Occaſion, had run mad. 
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EQUIVALENT 


A SECOND 


POETICAL PETITION 
To the RieuT HonourABLE 


ROBERT WALPOLE, Eſq; 


Ci IFE of your Country's Hopes ! the 


Bard, whoſe Strain 


_ vain, 
Unſhock'd by hapleſs Diſappointments paſt, 
Renews his Pray'r, and hopes you'll hear at laſt, 


Now, 
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14 POEMS 


Now, not for Govetnment of Ducks he e 
A muddy province! and below the Muſe ! 


Poets are born for Feeders of Mankind, 


And Place is beſt, proportion'd to the Mind. 


Wiſely you knew it, and but made me wait 


For fitter Fortune, in a nobler State; IN 


Whence ſome well-judg'd Equivalent might riſes 
And Vit find Fayour in a great Man's Eyes! 


The Stars are kind; - - - Behold a yacant Place! 


And Fortune ſmiles, ew 'n in a Poer's Face ! 


Pow'r, Honour, Buſineſs, Profit, all agree 


| To make (ſtrange Chance!) a noted Man of me.” 


Nothing to wiſh, but his prolifick Word, 
Whoſe Pleaſure can what can it not afford? 
And 


r 
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on ſeveral Octafions. 15 


| What wild Equivalent his Bard defires. 5 
« Giye me its Name and Quality, (ke ſays,) 
rr 1 approve; you're made for all your Days.” 


With grate ful Rey rence; and a gladden'd Heart ; 
Thus I - -« © O'Warfore! Theme of Poet's Art! 


« If cer my Muſe thy BR ning Ear cou d pierce, - 


Make me a Firf great Miniſter of Verſe, 
* Important Sound, to call Ambition forth! 
4 Hail to the Po-Laureat of the North. 


Nor, * Evs>en, the thy Brother Sow'reign 


Mean I thy peaceful Regions to invade, 


Conſcious, alas! that all thy Toils are yain, 
| On Enghſh Ground, at once to pleaſe and reign. 
e The Name of the preſent Laurent of England, 


BERWICK 


And now, the Patror's Meaning Smile enquired 


16 POEMS 


Bzgwick on Tw thy Ne plus ae ſtands! 
Thy Name, unknown, in Caledonian Lands F 


Mine, far and wide, has warm'd a frozen Clime ! 


| 1 Remoteſt Thul x celebrates my Rhyme! 
| ORKNEY and ZETLAND my Applauſes ſound ! 
| And I'm among the HEsBRIDEs renown'd ! 
l | 1 Where is the Highland Hill, or Lowland Tree, ; 
bl | | That bears no grateful Characters of mne? 
4 | All read, with Wonder, my untivaPd Lays, 
| | i And know no Head-piece, worthier of the Bays. © 
h Ev'n * PenNicvick, and RaMsay, own my Claim! 
Wl "Tis paſt Diſpute, when once confeſs'd/by them. 
Nor would! take the Laureat s Hire for nought=- 
A Sine=Cur indulges want of Thought, ; 
® The Name; of Two rival Wann nom living in Scotland. 
1 would 
ö f : 


on ſeoeral Occafuns. 17 


1 wou'd, in Poetry, a Paſtor prove, 
And guide my tuneful Flock to WALPOLE'S Love. 
Charm'd by his Worth, their Looks ſball all grow 


[gay 0 
And ſullen Faction ſmile Deſpair away. 


O cou'd my Patron ſearch my labouring Brain! 
What Hopes, what Schemes, my buſy Th oughts 
[contain ! 
What Politicke, in Poetry, Ive found! | 
What Projetts, to make Him, and Me, renown'd ! 
Soon wou'd he ſtamp his Fiat on my Lays, 


And ſoon prefer his MITCHELL to the Bays. 


« Give North and 
[South their Due ; 


ce FF he laurelld ScoTs ſhould have their Laureat 
[too! 


Hark! He approves; 


« Inflam'd amidſt hereditary Snows, 
&« In their brave Boſoms, Love of Glory glows ! 


vol. I. 0 « Unchilld 


1B POEMS. 
A Unchill'd by wintry Bleaks, their Spirits blaze, 
« And Arte and Sciences proclaim their Praiſe. 


———— -.- 
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Let the glad News to great EDINA ring ! 
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Behold, my Friends, behold a un of Wine — 
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Twice Fifty Pounds Now, greet my State witlt 
[ Odes : 
Let Gro and WALPOLE, riſe o'er modern 
Gods. 
To GEORGE, to Warolx, conſecrate your Lays: 
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But ine be all your Hailings, and the Bays. 


Already, lo ! I fee a crowded Hall * 
A frequent Congregation ! Poets all - 
Behold! I mount, 3»/pir'd, wy ſacred Throne! 


Hear ! I declaim, with an enchanting Tome 7 


Kirkmens 


bu ſeveral Occaſions. 
kirkmen, themſelves, begin io think me Good, 

| And, now; repent they were ſo blindly rude ! 

Fain to their Fold they'd bring the baxiſt/d Sheep / 

| Fai ain, to themſelves the Poet-Laureat keep! 
Free - 7 flimonials profitzr'd, come at laſt; 
With lags Indulgence for Offences — 

Bu, heedlefs, I my proper Province mind, 

And leave the Cripple to conduct the Blind 

| Intent ts poliſh and jefine the Young, 

| i rack Invention, and new=tune my T ongue. 

Heav'ns! how I lecture ('tis a 1ureat's Part) 
Like AnsrotLs, on poetick Art. 

$ Horace; and Viva, Borlx Au, Wed 


Are Harlingeri to 11 exalted N ame 


bo 
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wif Fainburg N refurd the Aurbor (who bad Pudied 

FOR, 29 75 ee erte, bella he had read Plays, and would not 
acknowledge the. Uſe of them to be fimply, and abfolutely unlawful. 
K 1 &rs who have ſeverally written Arts of Poetry fit to be lectur d on. 
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20 P O E MS 


Their various Inſtitutions I'd make known, 


And add a thouſand Beauties of my own. 


Yet let me no /cholaſtick Jargon uſe ; 
Pedantick Methods are below the Muſe. 
1d train my tuneful Sons a nobler Way, | 
And, in one View, poetick Art diſplay. 


The living Bards ſhow'd teach them what to ſhun * = 


The Dead, how they immortal Garlands won ! . 
Thus I'd declaim My Sons, W well 

« Your Cath Dictates, as ye hope to excell. 1 

« # Think not, by writing much, t'eſtabliſh F ame, 2 


« Like B---e, whom Damnation cannot tame; 


* 


N. B. The Author deſign d this, and the following Paragraph as à 
Contraſt : Like Light and Shade, the one ſets off the other with Advan- 
tage. That which points out the peculiar Beauties and Excellencies of 
the Dead, would give little Offence, even tho the Characters were unjuſt. 
But this, wherein the Faults and Foibles of the Living are repreſenta | 
however juſtly, may be miſconſtrued by narrow Minds. There/ore, the Au. 
thor hereby declares to all, whom it concerneth, that he has no perſonal 
Pique at any one, and cannot be at War with all the Fraternity; beſitles, 
he has nam'd none whom he does not eſteem ; and omitted few, whom 


he thonzht worth gaming. 
| Nor 
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on ſeveral Occaſions. 21 


Sf Nor ſeek, by Spleen or Spite, Succeſs to find, 
4 Like D-==s, Scourge and Scorn of all Man ki nd. 
« Ayoid, as you'd be guarded from a Peſt, 
C.- Mechanicks, C---e's bawdy Feſt, 
s prieftly Rage, and H- ; party Zeal; 
Nor. fheep, like F---2; nor, like C---r, ſteal. 
* Save you, good Heay' n! from S---t's unhallow'd 
From P---c 8 Reſentment, and from Hr 
2} [ Di/aain, 
« W---d's Self-flatt ry, V. 8 's unmeaning Rant; 
us low Farce, and H eternal Cant. 
« Never, like P---s, think hard Labour Mit; 
Nor own, like Se, what abler Authors writ ; 
Like -n, Farce with 75 ragedy confound ; 
« Like H- with forc'd Similies abound ; 
Like 6—-, or like 7---l, ſing no more, 
6 To make Men doubt if &er you ſung before; 


G2 «Lake -- 


tn ACE M$ 

© Like Bi, Nb, M-, and F---d, diſperſs 
i* Lampoon and Lewdnefs, jumbled into Verſe. ; 
« O let no Son of mine be deem'd, in Town, 

“ Coxcomb, like B-; or, like G, a Clowns 

2 Punſter, like ad. or, like Bed, a Sor, 

i A Tool, like — 45 ar, like Sms naaght , 


| « But wou'd you ſhine? With due Attention 
e And imitate the Beauties of the Dead. [reag, 
Let Ho- ER lend you Majeſty and Fire, 
&« And VII with judicious Rage inſpire : 
£& Let HORACE gay Variety impart, 

And Ovid's Softneſ's e the Heart, | 
8 Nor paſs the E Excellencies by-=-- 


* Heav'ns! what bright Beauties in their Rem- 
[nants lie 


3 How rare t impropriate CHAUCER'S cheerful Vein, 


i © SpenCrn's rich Fancy, SH AXES? E AR's nervous 
mY [ Strain, - 
66 MT 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 23 


* Mu rox's ſublime, and CoWLEY's glitt ring Mit, 


* With all that D ENA thought, or WALLER 
[writ 9 


0 How great the Bard his Labour how divine! 


„Where Jonxsox's Depth, with Davpen's Num- 
[bers join? 
* Where BuTLER' 8 Humour, and RoSCOMMON'S, 


LZaſte, 
«© ETHERIDCE'S Manners, PRIOR'S ; courtly Feſt, 
- « Rowe's Flow of Words, and 4 SON'S good Fate, 
; “ Confpire to make one Character compleat ! 
| * 7 heir on Virtues, blended in your Lays, 1 


> 
F Wou'd ſtamp Diſtinction, and perpetuate Praiſe, 


hleſt Sermon! Hail to the ingenious Throng, 
That, liſt'ning, learn Perfection from my Song. 
 Cheriſh'd beneath my moſt auſpicious Wing; 
The Scotian Youth, like honour'd Ancients, ling ! 
See! raviſh d Crowds, with Rev'rence gather round, 
Admire the Doctrine, and deyour the Sqund. 
84 | Piſputes 
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24 POEMS 


Diſputes to my Deciſion are referr d, 


And what, like / dixit, is rever'd? 


« My Friends (I cry) my purpcs'd Tack to aid, 
« Be all your Heads, with mine, together, laid : 
« What muſt his n what his Genius, be, 
« Who ſings a WALPOLE, as he's known to me ? 
Jo touch a Theme, ſo nobly warm, aright, 


wh Greece, * and Britain, ſhou'd their Pow'rs 
[ unite, 


Tis ſaid; — But lo! from far, amidſt the 


De 85 (oY 1 
A thinking Bard replies, ſerene! y loud, 


Well has our Laureat Mrrckrrl fought ourAid : 
c The abliſt, in ſuch Tasks, are moſt afraid! 
4 But, as Reſolves, fo weighty, ask ſome Time, 


3 Reaſon {till ſhou'd be preferr'd to Rhyme, 


&« I humbly move, that we poſtpone his Suit, 
& Till his chymeric Pow'r grows abſolute. 


PROMOTION: 


POETICAL PETITION 


To the RrSHñHT HonouRABLE 


| ROBERT WALPOLE, Eſq; 
| FOR. 
. The Offi and Importance of SECRETARY of 


STATE for SCOTLAND. 


8 Sue Superbiam | 
Quaæſitam Meritis. Hor. 
Levis hac Inſania, quant as 
Virtutes habeat. : Ib. 


mAWICE has the Musz to WALPOLE 
11 told my Caſe, 
1 2 And twice petition'd for ſome puny 
Place; 


0 But He, wiſe Stateſman! weighing 


my Deſert, 
By meaning Silence, more b my Heart. 


Mitchell was born (methinks his Smiles import) 


For Hoxovss, and for Oreicts, at Couk r! 


So 
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So propheſied my Grandame at my Birth, 
When Signs and Wonders uſher'd me to Earth, 


Then forward let my favour'd Genius move, 
I but-obey what was decreed Above. 
If ought indecent from my Fingers Ay, 5 
Prevailing Fate is more in Fault, than J. 
PoErTs are influenc'd by celeſtial Pow'rs ; 


Tis zheirs to diftate, and to write is owrs, = 


Reſiſtance, when the Spirit moyes, were vain z | 1 


Ev'n now, I feel it working in my Brain; 
Like SccRers, in a Homan's Boſom pent, 
It frets and rumbles, till it finds a Vent. 


Yet, howſde er inſpir d, Hibernian Braſs, 
Dear, carb lk, Virtue ] make my Labour pa + 
| Thy 
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: Thy friendly Aid is needful, to promote 
The proper Means attain my deſtin'd Lot, : 


And make me ſtand confeſs d a Man of Note, 
© / 

Thus qualify d, the baſhful Mysz grows bold, 
And graſps at Glory, Government, and Gold. 
Unbluſhing, now I claim the Royal Grace, 

And ask (ſtrange Flight!) a SECRETART's Place! 
'Tis fit there be, at leaſt, One Bakp of Srarx 
Who knows but mine may proye the lucky Fate? 
It ſuits my Soul---and, were I but preferr d, 
What Man of Verſe would hex be more reyer'd ? 
I'd cut a Figure, ſo extremely new, 

The World, with Wonder, would my Conduct 
Vet never wou'd forget I walk d on „ 
1'd be important ; but I wou dd not ftruf. 


— 
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Mortals (whoſe Taſte twere criminal to hit! 
By Nature curſt with the wrong Side of Wit ! ) 
Will ſhake their Pates, and damn my daring Aim, 
Or, ſneering, ſhew Propenſity to blame; 
Mitchell aſpire to Government! (they'll cry) 
A Por fit for Offices ſo high! 
Forgetful, that Meætenas was a BAR D, 
And Hallifax's Mus E had this Reward 5 
f That Verſe rais d Sylvius to the triple Crown, 
And Buchinan to Places and Renown ; 
Diſtinguiſh'd Prior from the common Crowd, 
And Pow'r and Praiſe on Addiſon beſtow'd, 
But I, tho bold the new Demand may Pack, | 
| Appeal to YALPOLE's Judgment and Efteem 
To Him, ac of Truth and Wit! 
To Him and REASON! I the Cauſe ſubmit. 


Say, 
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Say, is the Soul, inſpir'd with Heay'nly Rage, i 
In State Affairs unable to engage? 
Are Arts, and Laws, and Politicks, unknown 
To tuneful Sons of Helicon alone ? 
Say, if the greateſt Difficulty lies, 
In painting Nature, or chaſtiſing Vice? 
If, to crown Virtue, to preſerye the Peace, 
To quell Sedition, and our Wealth encreaſe, s 
More great, laborious, and important, be, 
Than to write Verſe, like Milton, or like me ? 
Did * Phalaris receive a weak Reply ? | 
Or had 9 Steſichorus more Worth than I J ; 


* Phalaris, Tyrant of Agrigentum, in an Epiſtle to Steſichorus, the 
Poet, ſays, But, for Heaven's Sake, tell me, what made you, who 
« are a Poet, forſake the quiet and ſedate Courſe of Life, which 
<« that Art affords, to throw your ſelf into the tumultuous State of 4 


« buſy Patriot, when you might have enjoy'd that pleaſing Eaſe the 


« My/es delight in, unforc'd ? Now, fince your Ambition tranſ- 
« pdrted you from a Poet to a Stateſman, you muſt no longer ex- 
« pe& the Rewards of a Poet, but of a pretending Medler in Go- 
« yernment, who aims at Things above his Capacity. Farewell.” 


Select Letters of the Ancients. 
$ Ste/ichorus, the Poet, in his Anſwer to Phalaris's Epiſtle, ſays, 
I wonder at your odd Notion, that becauſe I am a Poet, I ſhould 
5 ö N E not 
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And 


Hail POESIE! Infpirer of che Mind! 

Thou art the Feſt; and Glory, of Mankind {- 
From Thee, all mortal Acts receive a Greer! 
Thy Sons are born prepar d for any pace? 
By Intuition, every Thing they know—— 
But Men of Profe, however ſure; are flow! ? 
By lazy Labour, Theſe acquire a Name: 

But n like Eagles, tow'r at once to Fame! | 
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S vey TR had 


© not aim at State Aﬀrirs 9 do you ink He, that * Capacity "FO | 

© to write as a Foet, any Di in adminiſtring the 7 
« the Affairs of the Ce Well: (a> Na of that 15 not 

«ſo, great: *Tis only made ſo by Kuaves of a . Spirit, who 

© contrive/and interweave their own, Intereſts with that of the Go- 
© Vernment. ens ora Cn — 

Las, puniſhing of Vice, rewarding _ People, 8 
* yrs. Trade, 1 Arte, 2 5 70 far F ich Poe, for 


—— Le aten r rie the ba b ne 
4 ivate” Ad vantages ;. for be can never en- 
« Joy ths pling and er Reſt, you ſpeak of; under a «deſÞgvic Go 

« veroment, where nathing is ſecure the Tyrant diſlikes ; where all 
Words are liable to be puniſh'd; and, where 3 Acting and 
— for any generaus Art. 
„ Farewe 
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Vet, O ye Witlings, an egregious Throng | 
Who think there's mighty Merit, in a Song; 
5 hat, eee RO with 1 | 


Which Rooke might call a Copy of che Musz; 


Avaunt—nor, vainly, think the Honours, due 


To genuine Nox rs, are deſign'd for you. 


Say, aro your Souls impreſs d with Stamp divine? 


On every Subject, can ye nobly ſhine ? 

From barren Fields, make beauteous Flow'rs ariſe 2 
And, in poor Soils, difplay a Paradife ? - __ 
Can ye, in Garrets, ſcorn the Vulgar Great . 
And, when ye want a Groat, outhrave yous Fate ? 
Dare ye, divinely, injur'd u aſſert 2. 
And ſooth the Sorrows of the Sufferer's Heart ? 
With 


3 POE AS: 

With Zeal impartial, proud Ambition ſting ? 
A 0 Charms of tatter d Virtue fing ? © 
Ah! meanly Soul'd; in vain ye court the Bays=-- " 


” * 
- 


In vain aſpire to ancient Pot Ts Praiſe 
As well might Fops, or Clowns, pretend to teach 
Hoadly, and Clark, and Waterland to preach; 
Correct great Newton ; Law, in Figures; match; 
And rival Peterborough's quick Diſpatch ; | 
Do Good, like Chandos; or, like Dorſet, grace 


A Court with Vine worthy of his Race; | 
Like Stair, be-modeſt=—yet, in Arts of State, 
Like him, accompliſh'd, and divinely Great; 
5 Direct the Senate with a Compton's Skill; 
The judgment Seat, like King, with Honour, fill; 
ThiAcuu.Les of the War, like Greenwich, move; 


Or th' Atlas of the State, like WALPOLE, prove. 


—— 


How 
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| How few, who deal in Metre, were deſign'd . 
For Offices of Pow'r, in any Kind ? 

How few cut out for Goyernment appear ? 

An uni verſal GEN1vs is ſo rare 

But, as no Rules without Exceptions be, 

Behold an Inſtance of the Thing, in Me! 


It is confeſt The ableſt UMPIRE ſtands, 
Well ſatisfy d, that Truſt, in Mitchell's Hands, 
Wou'd be diſcharg'd, with an impartial Zeal, = | 
For GEORGE's Glory, and BxtTannta's Weal. 

He knows his honeſt Poet would diſdain 
To make the publick Loſs a private Gain ; 
To head a Faction, or encourage Strife, 

To proye a Cypher, or a Sot in Life; 


Vor. II. | 6: 2 To - 
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To loll ſupine, like /azy Lords ; be dull, 

Yet of himſelf ſuperlatively full. 
Mitchel, divinely fir'4j has nobler Vicus -- 
Secks ſacred Truth, and Equity purſues, 

The publick Good prefers above his own, 
And coyets Grandeur leſs, than fair Renown. 


Heay'n too approves For, lo! a vacant Place | 
And who more proper to ſucceed his Grace ? 
Scotia demands a SECRETARY ſtill— 


To ſink the Office might be taken ill 


A Name, a Shadow, tho there were no more, F 


Is requiſite to gloſs the Matter o'er. 

Is-it a SINE-CURE ? Tis ſhap'd for me 1 Een 
And, if tis Buſineſs, Td not idle be. 
Let me but try and, if I misbehave, 
TI ne'er One Shilling of the Salary crave. 
5 © Dubb 
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Dubb me no Knight, or Blue, or Green, or Red, 
But, in the Tow'r, confine me, till 'm dead, 
With Pen, Ink, Paper, Water, Light, ad, 


Ne'er had Man's Fancy more Delight in Dreams, 
Than mine receives from high and mighty Schemes. 
| How I'd reform and civilize the North / 
Controul Rebellion / and diſtinguiſh Worth! 
From labouring Clowns, remove Complaints of 
And rid the Kin K of Bigotry and Cant / 227 F 
Then Charity, and Money, ſhou'd be found! 

And Learning, Truth, and Liberty, abound ! 
No furious Zeal ſhou'd 7 hen embroil the Land! 
No poor Man groan beneath th' Oppreſſor's Hand 1 
No Sufferer cry, in vain, for due Redreſs 

No noble Genius languiſh in Diſtreſs! : 


D 2 3 | Arts, 


13 

3 
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Arts, Arms, Religion, Sciences, 'and Trade, 
Shou'd flouriſh all, beneath my friendly Shade. 
Maat Woolſey, Richlieu, Names renown'd ! 


Shou'd Zhen, in my Superior Name, be drown'd. 


How ſacred wou'd the mighty MONARCH be, 

Who boaſts a premier Miniſter, like Me! 

| Yet, midſt the troublous Toils of State, ſome- 
My Soul wou'd take its dear Delight, une 
Rhimes ! not Amuſements to my {elf alone, 
But uſeful to my Country, when m gone. 
T'd ſing its Story; and produce to Light 
Iinportint Face inet ei za Ment Nigttr - - © - 
The Mus can Merit from Oblivion ſave, 


And glorify the Virtuous, and the BR AVE. 


Methinks, 
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Methinks, I ſee the Scotian Race unborn, 


By me inſpir'd, their native Land adorn ! 

_ Obſerve the Aged point the Way to Fame 

And hear the Children liſp their Pot T's Name! 

All read with Pleaſure, and with Pride rehearſe 
Ih immortal Annals of my patriot Verſe; 

5 How their F orefathers, venerable grown! 

, Liv'd, fought, and dy'd, from Firſt Great FzRcus- 
Then ſhou'd our Heroes, long, long dead, I 
And, clear d from Clouds of dark Oblivion live ! 
The World again ſhou'd great Galgacus ſee, 

And Sholto's Reſurrection owe to me ! 

Wallace, in Verſe, ſhou'd prove a Patriot ſtill, 
And Bruce, with Wonder, coming Ages fill f 
Freſh Laurel crown th' 88 Douglas, Line; 


In deathlefs Glory, Hays and Seatons ſhine, 


And Campbells, Grahams, and Murrays, be divine. 
3 D 3 What 
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What t Wonders _ the Mus, and I, not do, 
Were we prefer'd, and ſet but fair in View! 1 


Yes, * Mirabel! It is the Stateſman's Part, 
To give to Truth the Preference of Art. 
Integrity deſerves the firſt Regard, 


| And cannot miſs, while WAI OLE rules, Reward. | 
\ | Well have you ſung the Praiſe to Virtue due, 10 
| | | And ſet the Charms of F riendſhip fair in View. 
; A Kingdom, curſt with Men of Manners looſe, 
I and Minds unſocial, needed ſuch a Musk. 1 
In Seaſon you appear ; When but to write, 
Or think, in Verſe, is to be ruin'd quite. 
Author of a late dd La to the Right . Sir 
Rovers Mal tole. | 
Ports, ; 
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Poxrs, by You, get Credit, even from 7 hoſe, 
Who wou d diſtruſt their Creed, if 'twere not Proſe. 
Yet, O retract recall the * Bolt you've thrown R 
To baulk bold Gras, or to bring it down . 
F. or, certes, Wit and Virtue are not Focs 
In Men of Verſe, and always Friends in Profe. 
Why ſo diſtinguiſh'd ? Why, with Rival Rage, 
Strive they the Stateſman's Fa vour to engage? 
2 Compatible. at leaſt, they Are avow a; : 
For are not both in Mirabel allow'd ? 
Or ſay, 1s Place ſor clod-pate Virtue fit ? 
Virtue, without the ſocial Aid of Wit! f 
Virtue, alone, is like a Snail, that creeps, 


Or heavy Clown, who, on. his Journey, ſleeps; 


— 
* - 


Lines in the Epiſt tle. 

But yet, believe your undefign: nz Friend, 5 
« When Truth and Genius for your Choice contend, 
* 'Tho' both have Weight, when in the Ballance catt, 


Let * be ſirſt, and Parts the lait. 
85 D 4 Expos'd 


* 
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Expos'd to F ops, and Coxcombs Scorn it lies, 
Loſes its Way, and unregarded dies ; 

If friendly Genius does not interpoſe, 

And bear it far beyond the Paths of Proſe. | 
How low a Figure virtue, gh; makes ! 
How liable, in Office, to Miſtakes ! 


Genius prevents, or wards the publick Scoff, _ 


And ſets plain Probity with Honour off. 
It animates, and adds a double Grace, 


As ſprightly Eyes enrich a lovely F. ace. 


Yet, Maſe, detract not from dear Virtue's Praiſe, 
Nor Genius high, above its Value, raiſe, 
Tho” bat but like an Aſs, in Buſineſs, moves, 
And This an active, lordly Lion proves. 


But let the Man, prefer'd by ALSO E, be 


Poſſeſt of Both, like Mirabel, and Me; 
| Or, 


— 
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Or, if disjoin'd, the Place to Genius give, 
And, on a Penſion, let plain Virtue live. 


Nortals, my Freedom and Conceit excuſe-=- 
Which of you all wou'd not DisrmcTIoN chuſe? 
Who is not So ox in his own Conceit, - 2 
With Senſe, Experience, Arts, and Spirit, fit 

To guide the Stars, and give the Stamp toit? 
Ye think yourſelves ſufficient — I but tell 
The ſecret Thoughts, that in your Boſoms dwell. 
Ye are, in Heart, as impudent and vain— 

L more ingenuous, your dark Senſe explain; 
And, were the 7ruth, perhaps, but clearly known, 


My Wiſhes are more modeſt, than your own. 


Who knows but I (if 'twere my lucky Fate 
Jo be declar'd a Secretary of State) 


Wou'd, 


— . 
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Wou'd, like King Saur, moſt lily ſtep aſide, 
And, for a while, my worthy Perſon hide ? 


But, after all, ſhou'd //ALPOLE gravely ſay, 
Mitchell you muſt not turn your Head this Way 


Check'd, to my Patron's Judgment I'd agree, 


And Roxburgh might reſume his Poſt for Me. | 


Nay, whether I ſhall be preferr'd to Place, 
Or humbly ſneak from Court with ſome Did; grace, 


My pur pos d Musk no other Means ſhall try, 


Nor cou d ſhe, cordial, any where apply, 
Since tis reſolv d by the whole” Houſe of M x, 
That I'll not riſe, O #ALPOLE, but by Tur, | 


THE 
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To the Right Honourable 


Sir ROBERTWALPOLE, 


FOR THE 
Pow and Groky of a Royal COMMISSION, | 


To ſuperintend the next 


Publick LOFT TER *. 


Or the next 
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Poſſunt Honores | * Hor. 
Totum muneris hoc tui eſt, ö 
Dod monſtror Digito Pratereumtium. 1 


n 
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7 85 In the Lottery of Life, 
(Where, as yet, no noble Prize 


To my Share has chanc'd to riſe) 
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O how ES ſhall T be, 

If, indulg'd by Heav'N * 7 Bee, 

I, commiſſion'd, may appear 155 

At the Lottery of this Tear! 

If my Art cou'd ever hit 

Taſte, like 'Thine---If I have Wit--- 
If there's Virtue in my Mind--- 

If my Works are well deſign'd-— 

if I'm worth a SINE-CUR E-— 
All the MUSES T hee conjure, | 

By the BATH, an Orv bleſt ! 
By Thy SELF, of Knights confeſt 
Moſt deſerving, honour'd moſt, 
EvuRoPE's Wonder, BRITAIN'S Boaſt ! 
As Thou loy'ſt, or pity'ſt, Me, 
ALSO LE, ſpeak, and It ſball be. 


With 
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With what Majeſty and Grace 
M1TCHELL then wou'd ſhew his Face 
| How he'd dignify the Chair! 
How preſerye Decorum There! i 
Be inſpir d with nobler Flame ! 

Rival POD E in Verſe and Fame ! 
Pay his Debts ! appear at Court ! 
Riſe to Place, and thank 7 hee fort. 


But, if that Commiſſion's full, 
If thou can'ſt not make One null, h 
If his Mos E too late apply'd, - 
If there's any Cauſe beide = 
For a Diſappointment, yet 


MITCHELL ſcorns to be in Pet, 


Af 


— — ns ts es — _ — - 1 


p 8 e ITN . 1 1 * * 5 ; k 7 5 4 
> 1 a * 2 >. 
— 2 —— ——— UE 


Never venture, never win, | 
Says the Proverb Mus x, begin: 
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Or Deſpair, while Place remains 
Unſupply'd, and worth his Pains. 


One there is— but, gracious HE * 
May I ſeek, and be forgivn? 


' WALPOLE's merciful; and 1, 
Tho' my Hopes Are low, may try. 5 


N 
Since, for Cuſtom, Low, or Conſcience, 
(Or, for any Cauſe, but Nonſenſe) 


One of Rank and high Degree 
(Such as I'd be glad to be) 


Once a Year is order'd North, 


To convene our Holders-forth, 
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And to ſpeech it for the KI , 00 | 
And to hear Them Pray and Sing; 
Hear them preach, and hear them prate, 
Hear them quibble and debate, 

With religious Tone and Eyes, 
Very learned, moſt preciſe, 

Wen rio eloquent and wiſe! 
May not I, OWALPOLE, ſtand 

Candidate? — The Time's at Hand: 

Men and Brethren meet in May, 
Danger lies in long Delay ; 

And your Honov knows that I 
Muſt eguip, and cannot fly. 


As I'm orthodox true Blue, | 
And a clever Fellow too; 


From 
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From the Cradle nurs'd and bred | 
More to lead, than to be led; 

Yet, becauſe Lm all bemus dl,. 
By the Presbytery refus'd ; | 
But as fit as A Prieſt, | 

CroMwEL1-like, to cant, at leaſt ; 

N Pleaſe to put me in the Place —— thr 
: Lift your Poet to his Grace==—- | 
That, as HoRAc ſtruck the Sky, 


FP, 7 
— 


I may, ſtately ſtrutting by, 
Numerous pointed Fingers ſee, ot of 204i 
All in Wonderment at Ae! 
And the Hum of Thouſands bear! ft 
Fraught with my Encomiums dear ! | 

Mix'd with thine, my worthy Koight, . 


My Naeinas my Delight! 
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Be it ſo--- Amen, fay 1 

See! I'm now prepar'd ! I fly! 
| I've already got half Way ! 
Clear the Coaſt, ye Men of Clay 
Kindred Souls, come out, and meet me 
Countrymen, be glad, and greet me 
Jo Pæan, cordial, ſing 


MtTcHELL repreſents the K ING! 


Now, methinks, I ſee my ſelf 
(What Conceit inſpires an Elf?) 
Thron'd within an Elbow Chair, 
Full of Majeſty and Care; 
And, below, the Kirkmen pent, 


Full of Grace and Government 


Elder, 


| 
| 
[ 
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Elders, Mini Hero, and People, 

From grave wy AUN'CH And hoty Wert PCW 141, 
Down to preciouk LEER and WHINE, 
Rey'rend all, and all Divine! 
Moderator "it their Head, | 

Powder'd much, and Sage, indeed! 

Zeal and Spittle in his Mouth! 

Language heay'nly, tho uncouth ! 

Charitable all, and civil ! 

Strong againſt the Pope and Devil / 

Mighty true to @EORGE and TREE! 
Wond'rous complaiſarit to Me 
Buried Diſputations paſt, 
Reconcil'd and juſt, at laft ! 
B---al---1---1: Himſelf, ob mild, 

| Fawning, cringing, like a Child, 


Owning 


Oils Verſe m m3 * 3 Ui, 
And the Stage without Abule ! 
Wiſh-nort, Blount, MEE, | 55 ; 
Strange to hear it! take my Part a 
Ready, wer't not any g to oy | 
To bring Home the 22 a 
Not to guide him, like a Lamb, 
But obſerve _, as . Ram. 

Lucky Chance in wks Time, b 


„ 
Lucky Suit in lückz Rhime, 


Thou of Patrons vc beſt, | 
I of Bo of ETS A rel 
Shou'd my projects but ſucceed! 


Shoud* { thou fay th the Word indeed ! a 


WA LPOLE, thus, in various na, 
Haye I pray'd, and pray'd again, 
Ka: - Studioug 


THE 


-but HEav'n forbid 


I ſhould take a Calf for Kid. 


Studious to make T hee my Friend, 


And be happy in the End. 
Ere he dy'd, of ſavoury Meat. 


Is AAc wanted thus to eat, 
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An 0 . 3 


(Being the laſt PoE TI CAI . 


\ „ the Rreur HoNoOURABLE N 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Knight of the Moſt N oble Order of the Garter. 


The Sum of all 1 have to ſay; De, 
Is, Pleaſe to put me in a Way, | | | 
And Jour Petitioner ſhall prog. 
1  PrIOR, 
| | | = ; ; ay 
NOR Years had WALPOLE, good and 


: „ lem, 
1.8. ee and grac'd the Britiſh State, 


Ere any Bard of Skill and Spirit 
Attempted to record his Merit! | | 
* * 
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| 4 Hung fr LY, Brothers $ Shame, "Po 
And e, ring at his Worth and. Fame, 


" Extoll'd his Hoes to the Ges ! 


N or will He Gre them Place, or Penſion, 
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With Caledonian Bravery, _ 
* Teiitiog and TR "Ot 


Then EvsDEN, 3 al and YouNs, 
Yea, D=-D=-G=-N, er cætera, ſung == 
Lord! f what E Piſtles, and what Oakes, 

__ 
Ent WALPOLE well their Value knows, 


And what chief End the Bards propoſe ; : 


While bi own * ITCHELL make Preceſin. 
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What tho my Fortunes leſs ſevere, | 
Since You have Join! d with, generous STAIR. 


To crown my Muſe, and: kill my, Care 
This daring Soul will neuer reſt, 
Till Tm a Senator, at Leaft ! | 

| W 


\ 


Ambition, manag d well, by, Reaſon, 

Can hardly deviate into Zreaſon, - 

Mine is to dg a/ World of Good, 

Elſe 1'd be plens'd,with, * AGUR's Food. 
| VII; 

The Common-weal, I. have at, Heart; 

Unbrib'd, I'd act a Patriotis Part.; 

And, by my, gratis Zeal. and Votes, 

Atone for five and forty, S. 78. 


Give me neither P overty, nor Riches : but feed me with Food conve- 
ment for me. Prov. xxx, 8, 


E 4 Some 


Nr r ——— X — — 
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VIII. 

Some Souls, originally bright, | 

Need only to be brought to Light : 

Draw but aſide this Veil of mine, 


You'll ſee how gloriouſly III ſhine ! 


IX. 
PRT OR had ne'er been Plenipo ; 
Nor STE PNEY, App1soN, and Rows, 
Made ſuch an high and mighty Show ; 


Had no Mac ENAS mark'd their Worth, 


And to Advantage ſet them forth. 


Who knows what Figure I might cut, 
Were I but in Commiſſion put, 
Now Kings and Queens go by the Ears, 


And States beat up for Voluntiers > 
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XI. 

Many a deſpicable Elf, 

Far more unlikely than my Self, 


In Peace, or War, has Wonders done 
2 till one's try'd, He's never known. 
2 

Then, noble Patron, weigh the Caſe, 

And put Me, while Vou can, in Place; 
For certes Life and Power are Things, 
Which always had, and will have, Wings, 
ES 

It is not Money, Sir, I ſeck ; 

(Tho that's the ſame Thing in the K 
But an Employment, that may fit 

Alike my Virtus and my Vu. 


———jö — v1, Bat ” * — — 


5: FEAR MS 
„ 
4 What Foy, or Sorrow, will the News, : 
f Wareorr's Treatment of, the, Muſe. . 
Thro' all the Ely/iap, Mains diffuſe, | 
When Ito kipdrgd. Suche regte. 
The Story of my Life and F ate? 
When Bartpys,, yet unhorn, ſhall, view, 
The Lift of Meg, Rreffrr dib / Von, 
(Which all, our Chragicles, williſhe w 
Who knows but they'll make bold to blame 
Your Honour, ſhou'd they miſs my Name? 
Then ſhining. lich in, desthledh Hamel 
A 
Ti "Twou'd Vex a Saint, tq hays it faid, 
Ii By future Bunxkrrs, when we're dead, 


w—- 


That 


ems” FE 
— ]§ꝗͤʃñ! LPs ATI Por gs 1 


* Several Oceafpong, | 


.D hat WALPOLE did a World of Good — 


— But paſs'd his Poet i in the Crowd, 

* one He never underſtood, 
= 

But, if the G Government is full, 

And not one Poſt at preſent. null, 

Some Vacancies will, weekly, 1 

Your Vote and Intereſt, Sir, is all - 


XVIII. 


ConcREvs, the darling Wit and Friend, 


Is ill (alas!) and near his End 
Whene'er He gains our kindred Skies, 
Let Mrrchxlr to his Honours riſe 

= | 
Or, if his * Secretary's Place 


3 * — 


— 


Is promis d which may be the Caſe—— N 


F 
L 


% *,-- ki. i... 


Mr. Cote is 3 to the Government of JAMAICA. 
5 | Other 


_- ? "V1 
. 2 147 * * 
1 75 . 85 a 
* 0 3 
1 . , 


Other Rever/jons are not ſcant— ] 
Paſs but ſome promiſſory Grant — * | 
Your Word's a Bond ! and all I war ! 

@ Me 
Mean while, with Patience, Faith and Hope, 


I'Il wait, and ver/ify with Pops ;. 

And, now and then, with WarTs and STEVENS, 
Pray for Rever/jon in the HE AveNs. 

XXI. 

But ſhou'd capricious FoR TUNE frown, 

And croſs my Way to wiſh'd Renown, 

Fil learn, revengeful, to deſpiſe her, 
And leave the Court, like Uncle * SIZER, 


* ROSE S1zER, Eſq; who was firſt Pay-maſter of the Army 
Abroad, and afterwards of the Houſhold, in King WII LI A M's Reign; 


but at Anne's Acceſſion to the Throne (when He met with 
— — poi ) Ik; both Court and Town for Ever. 
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XXII. What 
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< XXII. 
What Soul of Senſe wou'd ſtill depend, 
Who has a Plough, Or Flock; to tend ? 5 
Rather than fe in vain, I'd take a 


I 


Deſperate Voyage to JAMAICA. 
XXL 

N ay, prove my Fortune bad, or better, 

Be this my laſt Poetic Letter; 

For, | truly, *tis a Jeſt to teaze Him, 

Who will do juſt as it ſhall pleaſe Him. 
XXIV. 

Then, tho” dem d, I'll be at Ref, 

And of my Income make the Beſt - 

But, rather without Straw raiſe Brick, 


Then at our Conſ/itution kick. 


XXV. Ill 


'I nee MKE With ki, Maikel, 
> Affont the Kk, ot Seri, 
. Nor Cs 7-21 B, ald P F 486, 
1 (Tho' honourable Me, 424 trite) 
Shall influence Me t6 batk at Yor. 

e VE 


227 255 . When 1 prove Trai toy, 6t tierate; 


Let Sr arx fothet the Aits of Seite, 
Let King tits baſe, # 88114 foward, ] 
The brave ARGYLE commence a Coward, 
And Charms abdnflon Malin == 
But, ah! aiuft Lan a Lale 5 
Neglected, vain, and ufelels prove ? 


8 


* 


* Mrs. Mi rennt⸗ 


* 


Shall 
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Shall Merit unrewarded paſs ? 

And MITCHELL look to like an A 7. 
RXVIIL 

* In LonDoN let it not be told, 

From Ev1xBusGnthe”Tale with-hdld,. 

Leſt Blockhends, Fovls, and Knives grow glad, 

And Hurdsand Criticks run ark mad. 


= — . 4 Karr 


* 2 


* Tell it not in G AT H, 1, psi it not in the Streets 4 ASKELON, 2 


The Putrtarntes rejojte, "and FRE Ac triumph 2 Salm. i. 
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To the Rien n 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Knight of the Moſt Honourable Order of the Bath ; 


On his being Elected into, and laveſted with the Enfigns of, 
the Moſt —— Order of the Garter. 


Thus ſhall it be done to the 3 whom the King delighteth to 3 


Eſther. 


= HEN fam'd 1 grac'd the Throne; 


And ExcLanv in its Luſtre ſhone ; ; 


— r / 


A Garter d Commoner was ſeen, 
Whoſe Counſels glorify'd the Queen 


He well deſery'd the Honours, that He wore 


Honours, paid Him, honour d his Country more, 
II. So, 


: 
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. 


So, while great GEORGE the Scepter wields; 


And ev'ry Land to BRITAIN yields ; 


A Commoner ſupports the Crown, 


And gives the Nation its Renown ! 


What Marks of Royal Favour-are too great 


For this diſtinguiſh'd ATLas of our State? 


III. 


Boehold! the gracious Monarch Rill 


Prevents our Wiſhes, by his Will : 


Before our grateful Voice is heard, 


See! He confers the due Reward. 


A greater Name, than great ELI z A, gives 


A greater Name, than WALSINGHAM, receives! 


IV. 


WALPOLE, all Hail! thou honour'd Knizht / 


Thy Country's Glory and Delight ! 


Vor. IL 


| Thou 


- = 
oc 


6 POEMS 
Thou Soul, that animates our State ! 
Thou Arbiter of Evrorr's Fate! 

How ſhall thy fayour'd MrrcutLL wiſh Thee Joy? 

And, in what Strain, his raptur'd Muſe employ ? 

V. 
O cou'd I, equal to the Theme, 
Thy Aion, and their Springs, proclaim ! 
T'1y matchleſs Eloquence diſplay! 
And ſing thy Sqoul-endearing Way! 
Faction, and Foes, and People yet to Be, 
Shou'd own the Garter borrow'd Grace of Thee. 
OG > 
Dull'd by < Peritionary Lays, 
My Muſe could never reach thy Praiſe ; 
Tho', by the Great, the Godlike Sram 
Indulg'd, and tempted ey'n to dare. 


$ The Sum-Cunk, EQuIvaLENT, PROMOTION, and ALTERNATIVE. 


How 
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How vain the Toil, for ſuch a Dwarf, as I, 
With Giant Hopes, to ſcale the lofty Sky! 
Let D=-==D---T-=-N, or YOUNG, ſhew forth 
(They better can, and know) thy Worth ; 
What Thou, in private Life, haſt done; 
| And how, in publick Station, ſhone ; 
What Honours got ; what Glory yet remains 
To crown thy Fortune, and reward thy Paing---- 
Methinks, the wiſh'd-for Time is nigh, 
When Thou, O Warrork, Titled high, 
Shalt fix the Crowd's adoring Eyes, 
- As now thy Virtues charm the Wiſe. 
How will they worſhip, when they view the Dake, 


Who, at tho Knight with Fear and Reverence, 
L look? 


68 FOE MS 
ee eee 
Then let the Bards thy Bounty fed, 


Or whom thy praiſe and Friendſhi p made, 


With Strength and Skill, united, Joyn 


To make thy Monument divine 


No borrowed Ornaments they need to uſe: 


Thy native Worth will beſt ſupply the Muſe. 
Upon the noble Pile of Fame, 


| Which Others rear to WALolE's Name, 
May my ſmall Turret find a Place, 
Nor to the Building bring Diſgrace ! 
'l Joyn'd to their Works, how laſting wou'd it be? 
; | | EE . Howſhine, when gilded with the Praiſe of Thee? 


* 1 * 
EL 5 . 
* 
1 N ; 
= BY. . 5 
5 , . 5 - 
1 
2 H — 
1 . 
7 1 
15 I 4 - 
z ; 4 
3 5 


NIE THE 


OR 
N 
2 ang? „ 8 r 4 EA 205 
pe 7 r 4 9 
— "_- — A * 
n r e eee ee 


=_ 3 
X %. 
1 > a 2 lh ett 
= * 7 n 


— — 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 69 


THE 


SUBSCRIPTION: 


= SS” 
ANACREONTI9QUE, 
To the NoBLE and Rio nr HoNOURABLE 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Carter. 


_ * 


— 


20 Bos ALPOLE, Cracks of Senſe ! . : 
© whe Prodigy of Eloquence ! | 


2 Guarantee of Publick Gn; 3 


And the very Man, who made it! | 


F 3 | Beſt 


Þ» FOEMS 
_ Beſt of Miniſters and Friends! 
See, O See, your poet bends— 
M1TCHELL makes another Leg, 


7 And has ſomething new to beg. 


Lo! to curry your Excuſe, 
In his Hand he brings the Muße, 
Not for Place, or Penſion pray ing, 
Nor his Worth and Parts diſplaying; 
Bat moſt humbly ebenda, | 
'That his Works are now a Printing, 


Volumes two! Octavo ſize ! 
Royal Paper! Guinea Price * 
One to SrAIR, and one addreſs d 
To your Self, his Patrons beſt! 
Patrons, Both of noble —— 


M1TCHELL's ever ſacred Themes! 


. W. 
EEE ——— — 
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And, whereas He has not yet 
Got the Riches He's to get; 
Nor can well defray this Charge, 
Without a SUBSCRIPTION large; 
May it therefore pleaſe your Honour, 
(Once a Year to him a Donor) 
To accept and to diſpoſe 
Ten Times Ten Receipts in Proſe — 
Or (which is the ſame in Greek, L 
If a Muſe ſo plain may ſpeak) 
Pay the Value, half, or whole; 
Either wou'd inſpire his Soul, 
Whether Peace, or War, enſue, 
Still to Sing, and Sing of You. 
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THE 


SHOE-HEEL: 


A 


RHAPSODY. 


8 
. 50 , 


POEMS, Se. 75 


10 THE 


Right HonourRABLE 
The Lord Viſcount 


KILLMORET 


ES ILLMOREY, Chief of long ennobled 
Vt [ Blood | 
Va jew Young, and yet Wiſe! and, tho a 
— 1 8, dur not lcaft of Patonsro a Bard, 


Who never byſely buckled for Reward; 
Never to Fools or Knaves inglorious bow'd, 


Flatter'd the Vulgar Crea, nor coax'd the abject 
[Loud 


To 


5 POEMS 


To ſuch a Bard, diſtinguiſhably odd 


Permiſſion grant to deviate from the Mode- 


Let your lov'd MrtcutLr offer you his Lays, 


nſtain' d by venal, proſtituted, Praiſe. 


He, highly favour'd, but preſumes to bring 


The Strains Your Self inſpir'd his Muſe to ſing; 


Thoughts on an humble Theme, in Verſe unchim'd, 


By your own Influence happily ſublim'd ! 


So PHLIIrs ſung : Your Poet eyes his Muſe, 
As diſtant, He, great Mir rox's Track purſues! | 
No trivial Task to keep ſuch Worth in View: 


But great, indeed, to be indulg'd by You ! 
| Whoſe Morn of Life, like other's Noon, appears! 


Mature in Glory, while but green 1n Years! 


Improve the Age's Wonder and Delight ---- 


But can a human Mind be more diyinely bright ? 


In 


I, 
= 
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" 


gy * 


In vain, my Lord, in foreign Courts you roam 


A 5 
5 5 
8 
* 
* 


* 
3 
v 
* 
"Ge 


You carried greater Excellence from Home. ; 
In your Deportment, we behold, at once, A 
The boaſted Charms of 1zaly and France. 
Places and Things, unſeen, you may n | 
But learn no Virtues ſtrange to you before; ” 
No nobler Manners, no politer Turn ; ; 35 
Nothing that more K1LLMoREY can dom! f 
O may your Life be Heaven's peculiar Care, 
And, for BRITANNIA'S lake, her Hope and Glory ; 
[ ſpare! - 
But, doom'd to narrow Bounds, and humble State, 
In vain your Poet tries to temper Fate: 
Capricious Fortune down his Genius weighs, 


And feeds his Muſe with unſubſtantial Praiſe, 
Tho” STAIR and WALPOLE promiſe better Days! 


By 


78 POEMS 

By Them, that fickle Goddeſs fix'd, may yet 
Smile on his Labours, and enrich his Wit. 

The Time approaches, I the Day foreſce, 

When MitcHtLL worth ten thouſand Pound; ſhall be! 
In Coach and Chariot, loll away his Cares ! 
Nor need a Coblir but for Flanders Mares! 


LONDON, MITCHELL. 


THE 
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THE 


SH O E- * 4 E L: 
RHAPSODY. 


Dicam —_ recens, aahbuc | 
 Jnaietum Ore alio — H OR. 


8 —_ tt 


— 


r LI. fare the Miſcreant, who, to Miſ- 
* 14 2 [ chief prone, 
21] =; In fatal Hour, by Star malignant rul'd, 
* The whole World's Crimes appropri- 
| __ [aring, firſt, 

Invented Styles, dire Structures! to oppoſe 


And break the peaceful Courſe of Paſſengers 
In rural Fields. The Wretch, by Heay'n abandon' d, 
Had ſtudicd long, and try'd ten thouſand Sins 
Of blackeſt Dye, ere this curs'd Art was found, 
To thoughtful Men eternally a Plague, 
This 
y I 
PT 


This, whilom wandering by fair Tver's Stream, 
Acroſs the Meads, unwary, I experienc'd ; 
For, ( wonderful to tell!) as ſtradling o'er 

A Log, ch at high above i its Fellows rais'd 

Its Head inglorious, ſudden lipp'd my Foot, 
And, from my Shoe, its Heel attendant forc'd, 
Deplorable! A Step of Danger full ! 

So had it proy'd to my important Limbs, 

But that they're ſacred, as my Muſe, inſpir'd 
With Thoughts of Virtue, and Kitimorty's Houſe, 
Bleſs'd Houſe ! where Plenty and Content abound; 
And He, young Peer, the Shame of hoary Years, 
And Standard of Nobility, vouchſafes 
Friendſhip to Bards. O long, long may He live 
His Country's Bleſſing, and its Boaſt renown'd ! 
This be my Morning and my Evening Prayer. 


Of him, moſt * Theme! my Thoughts were 
[ full, 
As 
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As from the Style, aſtonied, erſt I fell, 

Yet roſe unhurt----Such was the Care of Heay'n ! 
So to be ſav' d, I'll ever have ſuch Thoughts, 
And to KIIIMORET conſecrate the Muſe. 


Had Vice employ'd my Mind, or any Theme 
Leſß worthy than that Peer, of Parts egregious l 
My Neck itſelf, in Twain disjoin'd, had then 

Vented laſt Breath, Terrifick Thought ! Alone, 
And unaſſiſted, I had left the Stage, 
Stripp'd of my mortal Garments, immature ; 
And, on the Banks of Tver's cryſtal Stream, 
My Ghoſt had murmur'd with the rolling Tide, 
Inceſſant ! diſmal Conſort to my Friends, 

Shou'd any Friends my Funeral ſurvive. 


. —— — RC 


Thou, STuarr, Friend ſelect, wou'dftthen have 
O'er my benighted Corps; and ſeen it laid, * 
With due Decorum, in a ſolemn Vault, 
From Eyes and Hands, unhallowed, far apart. 
Near fair STUARTA, too. ſoon faded-Flow'r, 
Siſter of Muzzar's Earl, Great Scotian Chief, 
In Church of Her, conſecrated' Ground, 

My ſtranger Clay might decently have lain, 
Pacifick, till the dreadful Frumpet'“ Suna 
_ Summon the Dead to Judgment, Great Aſſze! ; 
To Sons of Men eternally momentuous ! 


Mean while, K1rzMosty, generous Lord, had 
To wait my Hearſe, and ſee due eum l 
To Bard, late loy'd. Nor had'ſt ev'n T hou, MARIA, 
Pattern of Virtue and refin'd Behayiour ! 


Deny'd 
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Deny'd thy condeſcending Grace. ; Perhaps 
Thy Female Ofipring, heavenly fair! had join'd 
Maternal Pity; and vouchſaf d, lamenting, 
To ſay of me, He dy'd, alas! too ſoon, 
And merited a better Fate.” Sweet Words 
From Lips more ſiveet! ſo to be prais'dand mourn d, 
What Peet would not die? bleſsd Elegy, 


Inſpir'd by Excellence ſo near Divine! 


Yet ſtop, my Fancy the Idea pains: 

"Tis better far, chat L the Danger ſeap'd, 
Exulting: Ev'n my Ancle is unſprain'd ' Tet 

Only, like a lame Traveller, o'er the Fields, 
| Darkling, I hopp'd. So Murcipes, of Old, 
(As Homes, Sire of Verſe, majeſtick, ings). ; 
Limp'd as he walk'd; for, thrown by angry Foe, 
| Sheer o'er the cryſtal Battlements of Heav'n, 
| | Gs A Sum- 


A Samer Day he fell ; and, in the Fall, 
Batter d his Skull and Heel, on Lemnian Ground. 
This VULCAN was a God! a Mortal I, 

By Birth---But deathleſs, by the Muſe, confirm'd! 
As heal'd, by Sinthians He, ſo was my Shoe, 
By K1LLINGSWORTH, at ver much Renown'd ; 


Cobler in Chief to the laborious Swains ! 


To him, great Man ! did ſoon a truſty Page, 
Eager t oblige a Bard (for all Domeſticks | 
Of Lord KniMorty "boaſt a Taſte refin'dY 
Convey my Calches. He, well-skill'd in Art, 
In Minutes few, in perfect Union join'd 
The ſever'd Parts. So whilom Ax x A ſpoke 
Diſcordant Kingdoms into laſting Peace. | 
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| 0 may kind Pow'rs his pious Pains reward, 
And ſoon diſtorted Muſcles of his * Wife, 

(Of which my broken Calches was a Type 
Prophetick,) be replac'd ! prodigious Chaſin 

In Female Mould! So yawn'd Rome's Forum wide, 
Till cunrius, noble Youth ! jump'd in, undaunted. 
But K111ncswortH, heroick Voungſter, forth | 
F rom Orifice wide, diſcontinuous, broke; 
Promiſe of future Uſefulneſs to Men ! 

Offspring immortal, of a deathleſs Sire, 

O'er rey'rend + Cxispix's ſelf Superior fam'd; 

Or Q him, who, whiſtling, happy in his Stall, i 


* Mrs. Killingſworth was deliver'd ot a young Cobler, the very 
Night after her Husband had mended the Poet's Shoe. Such was the 
Will of Fate | 

+ The tutelar Saint and Patron of Coblers in Popiſh Countries. No 
doubt, the Man had been extremely devout in his Stall, and wrought 
Miracles with his Awl and Hempen Threads. 

$ Pity his Name is not recorded in our Chronicles. The Curious 
may ſee the Hiſtory at large in a little Treatiſe, entitled, The Hiſtory of 
the Zing and — with. Cuts. : 


| G 3 Eighth 


8% POEMS 

Eighth Harxy, Royal Rambler, erſt obſerv'd, 

Envious, aſtoniſh d; and, ambitions won, 

By mots of Shoe, by regal Force unheel'd, 

To Friendſhip high. Such ſhou'd the Friendſhip be 
Of Kings and coblers. So great Rinke judg'd, 

And to a Cellar call'd his loy'd Compeer; 

For Wine reveals and Joins the Hearts of Men. 

Social, they drank, and laugh'd, and talk d, and ſung; 

Nor parted, till, in homely Hall, a Pot 

Of nappy Ale, twice ten Vears barrell'd up, 

And Anno Domini with Rev'rence nam'd, 

Was quaff d. But Joax, of F ellowſhip the Bane, 

Waking from Sleep, and grumbling, drove the Prince 

To court, reluctant: Yet not ere join d Hands 

Sanction d the mutual Promiſe of true Love 

And Friendſhip laſting. Soon to Court the Son 
of Cause hied, a City Beau! to find 


- 


His 
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His HARRY TVpoR; not without Conſent, 
(Who wou't have thought it?) of imperious Joan! 
But Wives, ſometimes, are chriſtianly diſpos'd ! | 
Can Language tell the Cobler's vaſt Surprize, 
Terrors, Diſtraction, when in Royal Robes 
He found his F ellow ? but diveſted ſoon 
Of Majeſty and State, to Cellar ich, 
Th' indulgent Prince the welcom Fav'rite led, 
And drank him up to Sov'reignty of Soul ! 

Fit Partner and Companion then confeſt! 
Mirth was renew'd, and Friendſhip faſter bound. 
Nor ſtop'd Great Harky, till fair forty Marks, 
Huge Penſion then! were ſettled on the Man 
Of gentle Craft. Example take, ye Kings; 
And wiſely chuſe the Fav'rites of your Grace. 
Merit, live Air, is whlolifth'd ad free. 

But moſt in Stalls and humble Huts abounds. 
G 4 Did 


— 


6 FPO E M S 
Did not divine Eumæus keep the Hogs ? 
And, in his Garden, old Laertes ſeek 
| Sweet Conſolation for his abſent Son, 

_ Ulyſſes ſage ; nor yet diſdain'd to plow 
And dung his Ground with his imperial Hand ? 
'This weighing well, I, more than 5 Bard, 
Ha ve made a Friend of K1tLINGSWORTH, renown'd ! 
| Ne'er may the Union of our Hearts be broke. 
Vain Fear! while Iver nappy Ale affords ; 


Or various Wines K111Morey's Cellar ſtores, 


Hadſt thou „O Prrz7vs, Bard prodigious ! found 
A Taylor, dextrous as my Cobler, ne'er 

Had * Verfe of thine the horrid Chaſin confeſs'd 
Of Galligaskins; at which Winds alternate 
With chilling Blaſts, tumultuous enter 8 in. 
Oft, as I read thy live Deſcription, Tears 


— 


— 


My 


dee the Splendid Shilling. 
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My Cheeks bedew ; and off, I curſe the Times, 
And Taſte of Men, who ſuffer'd Thee to ſing 
Thy Woes ſo rueful ! Had I flouriſh'd then, 
My Coat, my Shirt, had freely gone to Pawn, 
To purchaſe Galligaskins ſound for Thee. 
Long, very long, may I th Affliction ſcape ! 
And Caſh or Credit find t'appear Abroad, 
Decent in Dreſs ! ! ne'er may my leathern Bag, 
Or fiken-Purks; a ſplendid Shilling want. ; 
Twice ten fair Pieces, Reſidue of Caſh 
By generous STAIR, on Fay'rite Bard beſtow'd, | 
Enrich'd my Fob, and cheer'd the grateful Muſe, 
When whilom K1tincsworTH, with Art ingenious, 
DoQor'd my Shoe--——HoMER had ne er ſo much ! 
A Sterling Pound how rare the Poet's Boaſt, 
In Iron Age; when Patrons riſe as rare, 
As Peaches, in rough Hyperborean Climes, 
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And ope their Coffers bounteous to the Morſe, 
As Priefts to Pariſh Poor diſtribute Alms ; 

Or Presbytry fair * Teſtimonials gives 

To free-born Genius, and Wit unſlay'd. 
Tremendous Leal of Kirk-men, blindly urg d 
Againſt Heay'n's Gift, and Providence Supreme ! 
Such I experienc'd, in my youthful Days, 
Where Love of Poeſy was deem'd a Crime, 
By blind Profaick Leaders of the Blind; 

Source of the Sorrows I have felt, or feel, 

In Life! Thee Barranvine, how ſhall 1 thank 
For Caſh, or Credit, Liberty, or Breath ? 
In future Ages thou ſhalt live i in Song, 
Taxrur the Second his thy Merits claim, 
And I th'Arrears to Merit due will pay. | 


—— 1 — 


* The Presbytery of Edinburgh, ha the Author ſome time ſtudied 
to be a Parſon, refuſed him their Teſtimony and Licence, becauſe he 
had read and recommended 2 je ples gry 
pronounce the Stage to be in itſe e an Abomi- 
nation in the Ye of the Lord. 2 4 B 

ut 


— 
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But ſtop, my Muſe, thy Courſe digreſſive here, 
Nor K1LLINGSWORTH with BALLANDINE profane, 
By Epiſode, unwary, hurried far. 
Joyous, I turn to hail the Cobler's Art, 

And, in my Verſe, emblaze his proper Acts, 

Momentuous ! May I ne'er debaſe the Theme! 

O cou'd my Muſe purſue th' Example bright ! 

As well-beat Leather, ſtrong ſhou'd be my Senſe, 

And ſharp, as Awls, my Wit. His hempen Threads 

No ſurer ſtitch the Chaſins of broken Soles, 

Than my Connexion, nervous, firm my Strains, 
And fit my Labours for eternal Uſe. | 

But I, alas! at Diftance far, unskill'd, 

Copy the Pattern of great Kur SwOoR rx, 

© Untivall'd Ci, what Phyfician fund, 

Axgurnror, MEAD, or SLOAN, with like Succeſs, 

Can 
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Can cure the human Body, ſpent with Toll, 

Or worn with Age? Well were it for the Town, 
Could'ſt thou, St. Ax RE, of upſtarted Fame! 
Or Wes O DovcLas, diſlocated Bones 
Rejoin, ſecure; or broken Limbs reſtore 

To priſtine Soundneſs; as ingenious He, 
Sudden and cheap, renews decrepit Shoes, 
Or ſtops an Orifice in leathern Boots ! 
Thou R—z, vers'd in Raptures by Receipt, 
And deem'd a DoQtor for thy nt of Skill, 
Why rid'ſt thou in gilt Chariot, while a-Foot 
Great K1111ncswoRrTH, in Art and Virtue grey, 
Is doom'd, alas ! to trudge it all in Rags ? : 
Well for the Church, that WAxx and HoaADLEy, | 
By his Example, and unerring Method, __ 
Cou'd cure the wounded Conſciences of Men, 
And heal the Souls of Sinners; direful Caſe! | 
| * 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 93 


But, O how bleſs'd, how happy were the Realm, 


Did Stateſmen learn of K1LLINGSWORTH to act, 
preſerve the Peace, and hoard no ill-got Wealth! 
But GrORCE's Reign, like old Saturnian Times, 


Screens no malignant Mind, no Practice vile. 


Thee, KnINSswOR TR, no Subtlety perverts, 
No Vanity, no Pride inflames. Thy Stall, 
Sweet Seat! is void of Envy, Cares, and Strife. 
There fitt'ſt Thou, arm'd with Hammer, Lench, 
Within pacifick Walls enthron'd, aid pleas 2 
So, in his Tub, Droctnts was wont 
To ſcorn the World, and feaſt on calm Content. 
O how unlike was he, of Lupcartt-Hii ! 
Whole Pride, elate, by * Bickerfiaf expos'd, 

Is Satire og at all Ranks of Men, 


— See the Tartler, Number 1: 127, | 
. Fan- 


os |þ| © Boa&S 
Fantaſtick, and\lbigh-fam'd.. This Arti, vain, 
Great Lover of Reſpect, (aloof from hides; | 
Fateful, alas! with-held,) the-Figre-of a Beau, 
In Window plac d; vile Sycophant of Wood, 
Bending profbund to pay unmeant Reſpect. 
Under left Arm a Hat, and, in right Hand 

Of Arm extended, ens Wax, or Thread, 
Or Candle held, as moſt the Maſter's Uſe 
Avail'd. O ſtrange Holatry inverted'! 

In which the Image to the Man did Homage ! 
But Earn abounds with his upheav d Compeers. 
All meditate Dominion, and wou'd rule 
Oer Birds, orBeaſts, or their own Kind, tyrannick. 
Obſervance, or Submiſſion; to Deſ ert: 
Imagin d due; for few in Queſtion call 
Their proper Merit, and ſuperior Right 


To 
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To Rey rence; nor, but ſcantling, ceaſe Emprize 
Enormeus, proud Ambition's End to reach. 
Of human Nature, Reaſon, Senſe, the Bane, 
Reproach, Diſgrace! on Folly founded fall f: . 
By Puffs. of Flatr ry of ta Madneſs bloun: 
But moſt abſurd in Minds of low Degree, | 
Heay'n-doom'd/to. Darkneſs, and Oblivion dire. 
Such this; Invention, upon LupcaArE- Hir, 
Of humbleſt Rank, and weakeſt Brain, Conceit 
Reigns lawleſs, inſolent; and through all Steps 
Of Greatneſs, may be tracid infuriate. But 
Exempt from this Diſcaſe, wide ſpreading, ſtands 
Wiſe KI NqGSw ORTE: Nor human N ature he, 
Nor gentle Craft disfigures: Ever calm, 
| Modeſt and Neck, his peerleſs Mind controlls: 


» 
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Secret Reſentment, Seeds of Self-Eſteem, 


And Paſſions, that make Hayock of the Brain. 
Let Young and Old, the Rich and Poor obſerve 
The Pattern rare; ſo ſhall they ſcape Contempt 
Or BepLaM, natural Conſequence of | Pride, 
Dire Prologue to a World of woes, Hell-bred. 


Why, O my Stars, was I not bred a Cobler ? 


A Trade unſordid! Tricking Mortals, learn 


To cobble Shoes, and let the World grow good. 
Ye Jobbers, Fews, and Brokers, O be taught 
To deal upright, as KI NcSswOokrn directs 
By Pattern honeſt. Let Atioineys quit 


Their Pettifogging Arts, and leave Mankind 


To follow Nature, Equity's great Friend. 
Juſtice, and Law, and Peace, are beſt maintain'd 


By Reaſon plain and pure. Theſe, ever ſound, 


No 
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No Cobling need; or but few Sages wiſe 

In good Kepain to keep the Commonweal. ” 
O when will Men improve the 'T tale of T ruth, | 
Know their own Strength, and uſe their Talents 
Diſcern, ye Scriblers, O diſcern your Skit 
Your proper Genius, and betimes apply 

Your Talents, ſtudious, to Creations End. | 
For me, I'd rather ſerye a Swain for Hire, 


And purchaſe Bread according to the Curſe 


Of Ap, fall'n from Grace, than plague Mankind 


With ſenſeleſs Metre ;. or ev'n. ſhine renown'd | 


In noble Verſe, for all Things elſe unfit, 


In all Things elſe unskill'd. Condition dire! 


So great AcH!LLES, in the Elyſian Scenes, 
Preferr'd a Life of Abſtinence and I oil, 


Before Dominion o'er unbody'd Shades, 


ages. IL, H 0 
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O Happineſs of humble State and Rank ! 
Sweet Induſtry, the Child of ſacred Virtue ! 
How bleſs'd is Life, ſequeſter'd from the Town, 


Where one eternal Round of Hurry reigns. 

In humble Greatneſs KIM SWORTH grows old, 
Happy, and uſeful to his Neighb'ring Swains, 
A Loyal Subject, and a Chu Wen true ! 
Yet both by Chance-—for he's above Deſign : 
Aſſur d that bold Enquiry might diſturb 

His Halcyon Eaſe, and Primitive Repoſe. 
Whatever Miſchief happens on the Earth, 

In his Aſylum, midſt his Tools invelopt, 

Safe, he remains, and, unconcern'd, is bleſt 
So while rou gh Thunder rends the dark ning Clouds, 
And dreadful Bolts their furious Forces waſte 
On tow'ring Hills, the humble Plain, fecure, 
Mocks the loud Roar, and Heay'n's Artillery 


[*ſcapes. 
Were 
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Were I to have my Choice (but ah my Stars 
Look with ill Aſpe&, and deny my Wish, ) 
Near Tver's Stream, of Waters moſt Supreme 8 
A Reſidence Id chuſe : beſt Boon of Heay'n 1 
Such Cobler*s-Hall delectable appears, 
Rare Product of ingenious Skill and Toil 
Of Kn1mcsworrtn, Sire to the boaſted . | 
Whom fain my Muſe wou'd imitate and praiſe. 
Happy Kit1Morty, who, in Cobler' s-Hall, = 
Enfoyeft Ely/ium. But that Thou dwell'ſt there, 
I'd covet that Abode, of rural Seats | 
Pre-eminent. Yet Me, an humble Bard, 
An humbler Houſe may pleaſe. A narrow Room 
May ſerve my Rank : But let me have it neat, 
And clean, ye Gods; tho' but one Chair, or Stool, 
Stand by th' Table=--and let Sheets be ſayoury, 
= > 
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| And Landlady not Qluttiſh, nor ſevere, 


As whilom GR „ Parſons's Relict, prov'd 
To — and Bx, who fair Iver choſe 

For Reſidence, Good Taſte! to fix on Tver ; 
But too hard Fate, to meet ill Uſage there 12 
vet cheer, fair Ladies, and recal to Mind, 5 
How, ern in Seats celeſtial, Diſcord oſe 

| Thro Pride of Lociræx, of Rebels chief, 
Whom Power Almighty, (ſo great M rox fings) | 
Hurl'd headlong, flaming, from the Ethereal Sky 
With hideous Ruin und Combuſtion, down 

To bottomleſs Perdition, there to dwell | 


In adamantine Chains, and penal Fire. 


Save us, good Heav'n, from ſuch a dire Extreme, 
Of Crime and Vengeance—-Fate of Souls abandon'd | 
Of Grace! But, ſhun, my Muſe, the diſmal Thought, 

9 | Nor 
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Nor with horrifick Images confound 
Iver, the Scene of Pleaſure and of Love, 
My Reſidence deſir d. There lodg'd, I'd paſs 
, My flying Years, from N oiſe and Hurry free, 
Or all my Paſſions watchful, and ſupreme ! 
As from the ſnowy Tops of Alpine Hills, 25 
I'd view the ſpacious Sea of human Woes, 
Pitying and pleas'd. Oh facred heay'nly Lite, 
Undaſh'd with Cares, or Spleen; and wrapt ſecure 
In ornamental Virtues, Garment rare! 
Thus ſhou'd my Years, in grateful Circle, rowl; 
And fair ſhou'd be my Character and F ame, | | 
Fair as the new-fall'n Snow, or whiter Skin 
Of Curate's Daughter, Jane, an Tver Toaſt ! F 
Tho' to adorn my Head, no Bays ariſe, © | 
The peaceful Olive ſhou'd content my Mind, 
luſtead of marble Pillars, I'd ſurvey 8 

. 
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Tall Pyramids of Cypreſs Ever-green ; 

And , In the Pl ace of arch d and gilded Roofs, 
Contemplate Heaven s great Canopy of State. 
Forgetful, THORNIIIL L, of thy Light and Shade, 
Thy blended Colours, artfully diſpos d, 

My Eyes wou' d feaſt on variegated Scenes, 

And Proſpects, form'd by Nature for Delight ; 
Palms, Myrtle-Groves, green Valleys, Mountains, 
And bubbling Streams, as Cryſtal clear, and oo 45 | 
As Thracian Ice, thro' low'ry Meads, diſpers'd, 
Should more than make 1 for want of Art, 
On Canvas drawn by thy ingenious Hand. 
Content with Little, and retir'd from Crowds, 
My Stock of Wit I would not miſapply, 

To flatter Fools, or wicked Men in Power. 
Domeſtick Troubles too I'd wiſely ſhun, 

And rather fly, like J---x, Bard of Beef! 


3 
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To an atrial Citadel, well-pleas d, 
Than, in firſt Floor of ſumptuous Shew, reſide, 
| With Dame contentious. . So, in holy Writ, 
Avers the Wiſdom of the wiſeſt Man, 
Hight SoLoMoN, of T/rael erſt the King. 
His Song of Songs I'd oft repeat, enraptur d: 
And oft, O C-—14, thy Circaſſian read, 
Of Verſe politeſt It, of Priefts thy ſelf ! 
Oft wou'd I drown dull Thought in homely Ale 
Of Country Vicar. Oſt with honeſt Swains, 
On quaint Expreſſions and Conundrums keen, 
 T'd whiff Tobacco, | grateful Herb : yet ner 
Wou'd I loſe Time with Maſter, whom Eſtate 
And want of Wit, make Coxcomb; Booby bred! 
He with ſtrong Beer and Ale the Country rules, 
By long hereditary Right of Folly, 
I love the Simple, Joyial Swains, -- but tremble 


1 5 At 


And chilly Sweat, Ornella, harmleſs Soul ! 


3 


At Sight of Fools. So, with her Hairs erect, | 


Beholds a Rat, or Mouſe, a-croſs the Floor 
Scud fleet, or ſculk in Cloſet dark perdue. 

Me no deep Veneration does inſpire 

For eldeſt Sons of Squires, with Coats hroad-lac'd, 
That ſmell like Civit Cats, Come not, my Soul, 


Into their Habitation ; nor again 


Ride out by Five, and paſs half Days fatigu'd, 


With T, like Nimrod, mighty Huntſman, there, 
Why ſhould my Pleaſure iſſue in Fatigue? 


Such prov*'d the Sport, when whilom with thy 
| [ Hounds 


And Thee, I beat the neighbouring Thickets round 
Fair Tover many a Mile, prodigious Task! 


And all in vain,---but that I found a Crab, 
Apple delicious to a th irſty Palate ! 1 8 
In Fields of Lady MoxTacve yclip d. 

5 So, 
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So, to a Traveller o'er Numidian Waſtes, 
A Stream proves Luxury! exhauſted quite, 
And tir d, he takes the Fortune of the Chaſe, 
Whether in queſt of Prey, the Deſart wide 
He traverſes, or ſecks ſome diſtant Land. 


Me long — tedious Coures never pl caſe ; . 
Rather, for Recreation, let me walk 
And exerciſe my Limbs ! and oft, 0 ſweet { 
Angle the River oft, o'er Birds unweeting, 
Spread the deluſive N et. Vet ſave me, Heaven, 
F rom each Deſire voluptuous and cruel ; 
By Maſſacre of thy defenceleſs 8 
To feed my Maw, and make my ſelf the Grave 
Of Beafts, ind Birds, and Fi iſh, Creation's Pride, 
For Sport, I'd ILY 'cm-——but to let * ſcape 
Unhurt! the ſhort-liv'd Sorrow wou'd enhance 
The joyous Boon of Liberty aerial. 
A: | Thrice 


How greatly Horace, at his Sabin Seat, 
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Thrice wretched Men, from whom wiſe Heav'n 
[conceals 


The Knowledge of this great, important, 'Truth, 
| 'That little with Contentment is beſt Cheer, 
And half a large Eſtate excells the Whole ! 


Unhappy, who cou'd ne'er perceive the Sweets, 
The Luxury of wholſome Roots and Herbs ! 
But bleſt beyond Expreſſion They, who crown'd 


With Plenty, chuſe Retirement from the Crowd, 


And pleaſe themſelves with what the Country 
[ yields. 


Or fair Ziburtin Manor bleſt, declin'd 
The Pride and Cares of State, tho' Cz/ar's Self 


Invited, as a F riend ! ! Nor was he blam'd. 


Wile Men have idle Hours t' unbend their Minds, 
Turmoil'd with Cares and Studies, Fleſh-corroding. 


From Books and Men, St. EyREMOND and STEELF, 


Loy'd 
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Lov'd Names and everlaſting ! oft repair'd 
To fam'd Ducx-IsLaxD, * Government defir'd, | 
And with the feath'ry Habitants convers'd : 
Hens, Ducks, and Geeſe, by crumbled Bread made 
| | [ ſocial, 
And fatned for the Royal Board; as erſt 
(So Romiſh Legends tell, and Dupes believe) 
With Goſpel Food the + Father fed the Fiſb 
Eſurient, and confirm'd them in the Faith ; 
Fit Diſhes then for Table of the Saints ! 
If Saints, Heay'n ſhrin'd „ in Delicates delight, 
Sav'ry. to Prieſts, and Cardinals, and Popes, 
All Maw-deyoted, tho' in Spirit pure! eats 
Heroes and Kings, Philoſophers and Bards, 
Great Souls! ſometimes regale dess, unbent, | 


* See the Sine-Cure : A Poetical Petition to the Right Honourable 
RonkRT WALTOLE, Eſq; for the Government of Ducx-ls.and in 
St. James's Park. 4 


+ It is ſtoried by Popiſh Writers, that when Men refuſed to hear 
and believe his Doctrine, the great St. AnTHowny of Papua preach'd to 
a Congregation of Fiſhes, who ec devour'd the Goſpel, and were 
miraculouſly converted to the Faith. See Appison's Travels. 


With 
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With low Diverſions, vulgarly yclip'd 

Diſhes of Romps. Acxs1Lavs, erft 

On Hobby- Horſe aſtride, with Children dear, . 
Was by th* Ambaſſadors of Sparta found, 
Surpriz'd ; but ſoon his Dignity reſum'd. 
Tranſition ſtrange, but nat'ral to the Great h 


Scipio and LzL1vs, Noble, Brave, Polite, 


| Sought Moments vacant; and, with low Diſport, 


Varied Retirement, and their Friendſhip crown'd : 


Oft on the Sea-ſhore would they gather Shells, 


Amuſive; and their * and Colour view; 


As e en curious Modern! or Sir Hans, 
he unregarded Works of Nature eyes, 

Enamour'd ; and by Trifling grows a Save / 

Trifling agreeable, by Tur Iv prais'd , 

Stern Carto's ſelf deſcended oft to Glee, 


Soul-cheering and, incellar'd with a Knot 


Of 
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Of honeſt Friends, wou'd put the Bottle round 
Frank and facetious. Rowz's imperial Lord, 
Aveverys hight, wich Moe3þ Boys vouchG£a- 
To play at Marbles, Rival Game of Tau, 
By Moderns us'd ! ſweet Relaxation That 
From Government of all the World below. 
But not among Santas of the Great 
Be nam'd Domrttan's Exerciſe with Flies, 
Ridiculous, horrifick. Far from Praiſe 
Of hallow'd Muſe be Princes and their Crimes, 
To Virtue, Innocence, and Truth eftrang'd, 27 
Howe'er, by Paraſites deceitful, hail'd. 
Ev'n in their Gambols graceful are the Wiſe ; 
Their Condeſcenſions elegant and lovely! 
How amiable WAreoLE with his Friends, 
His old, well-try'd, and honeſt Friends, retir'd | 
From publick State and Care ! whether a Pot 


Of 
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Of ſober Porter, healthful Engliſß Drink, 

Or Punch more potent, he youchfafe to taſte, 
Social, good-humour'd ; or a Hunting rides, 
Eaſy and free, as rural Squire, unyers'd 

In Policy and Government Sublime. f 
Twould do one Good to ſee how I, evn I 

Bred on Parnaſſus Summit, condeſcend, 

In Stall of Kn1mcsworTH, to low Chit-chat, 
And, greatly humble, finger Threads and Wax, 
And Awl, like one in Arts of cobling skill'd ! 
We God-like Minds diſdain not abje& State, 
By Virtue bleſs'd ; and are the er rever d, 


The leſs tremendous we appear to Mortals. 


Serv d with clean Linnen, and with ſimple Fare, 
I'd riſe from Table, or from verdant Turf, 
With Appetite to Study, or ſor Sport. 

Variety, 
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Variety, and new-found Diſhes, I 
Not coyet : They. bring on a noxious Train 
Of foul Diſeaſes on the human Frame; 5 
And Bodies, fo affected, clog the Mind, 
Dire Influence! and urge untimely Death. | 
Rather I'd glut my Soul with Heay'nly Truths, 
And N acres Store, than pamper mortal Fleſh. 
But moſt in Conyerſation wou'd I Joy 5 
With SruaRr, of Companions moſt refin'd ! 
Or thou, O WRIOEr ; an honeſt} Lawyer! vers'd 
In Reaſon's School, ſhould'ſt entertain my Ear 
With Sentiments of Freedom, Britiſh Boaſt ; 
And greedily thy Notions of the Prieſts, 
In Craft accompliſh'a, wow'd my Soul receive. 
And, Oh! how charmful there, with antient Times, 
Oft 0 converſe! Thy Trumpet, HoMER, now, 
Now, Ovip's Lute, ſhou'd vary my Delight. 


Thy 
7 


b Ho 
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Thy Judgment Maxo, and the Sterling Wit. 


Of Hoxacz, favourite Bard! ſhou'd raiſe my Mind 


To Rapture. And, when modern Names invite, 
| BucHANan, deathleſs Bard! ſhou'd firſt engage 
| My Revyerence : SHAKESPEARE; Spexc a 


N next; 
Nor Thee, harmonious CowLty, wou'd I ſlight, 


Nor DRvDEN, thee : No better Strains I'd court, 
Nor better cou'd I find. Sometimes my ſelf, 


By theſe inſpir d, wou'd firing the gentle Lyre, 


Perhaps awake the Trumpet, and ſublime 40 
My Strains, to Heav'n and to my Country due! 


But, when Civility or juſt Reſpe& Wo 


Obliges me to viſit honeſt F riends, 


Or neighbouring Dwellers, on a pacing Nag, 


Sober, I'd make a Tour to WinpsoR now, 


And - 


” 
; | 
* 
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i 1 now to UX RGE. Thy * calm Seat, O Boorn, 
- Fride of the Briziſh Stage, I'd not paſs by, 
; Tho | Dewan Gf, indignant, warn' d me thence. 
; Oſt on the verdant Margin of the Stream, 
F That, circling flows, as Cryſtal clear, along: 
Th? exterior Bounds of thy Incloſures fair, 
Id walk tranſported ! while thy Silyer Tongue, 
More tuneful than the gentl y gliding Rills, 
Thro' liſt ning Ears, ſhou'd anke my raviſh'd Soul, 
And. charm it into Extaſie | Nor wou'd 
I paſs thy Dwelling, OL--=-=-, but that Rage 
And Jealouſy might ſeize thy manl y Friend. 
| Me no baſe TOs poſſeſs: To ſhew ReſpeR 
aning. Shall a Bard not praiſe | 
| The Beauty's Wit and Taſte, he muſt admire 7 


— 


n 19 . . W * 


"+ 


* Mr. Booth had a Country Seat at 4 ada he boy "fold to 
Mr. Rich, Ance this Poem was Writ. 
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Excellent 4reſ5, follow Nature ftill, 
Heedleſs of what the Cynick World can ſay. 
So, when ſoft VENus conquer'd warlike Mans, 
And, curling in his Arms, by Yulcay's Net, 
Lay in dear Thraldom, every conſcious God, 
Who call'd it Shame, his happy Station wiſh'd, | 
And, in his Heart, pronounc'd it ſweet Diſgrace. 


Thus wou'd I live, prepar'd for all Events 
Of F ortune, and for Change orLof of Friends; 
For all below is vain, as Shadows fleet. 

And, when my merry Years and Days are gone, 

(For Piety itſelf cannot withſtand | 
Th' Approach of wrinkled Age, and certain Death,) F 
I'd keep at Home, ſollicitous to drop 
Like Autumn Fruit, well-mellow'd, to the Earth, 
My kindred, and maternal Clay! at Peace | | 
: | | With 
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With Heav'n, my Conſcience, and Mankind, at onoe. 
Vet would 1 die before my Senſes fail, 
Etre I grow irkſom to my ſelf and Friends, 
Without the Ceremony of a Prieſt, 
Or Form of a Phyſician. Rather may 
My Relatives invite to wy Bed-Side 
Sage Waimemvonrn, to wine how I leave 
The World by him Sd: Or let a Choir 
Of skill'd * My PTY both for Voices fam'd, 
And Inſtruments ſele&, attune my Soul, 
And on their Notes tranſport it to the Skies ! 


How ted then, I'd mix among the Saints! 


Ir IE REY 


*- See the Ode on the Power of Muſick, (firft publiſh'd Anno Dom, 
1710. ) In which are theſe Lines; 


For Love I bore to Harms 
May round my Bed a Sacred Choir 
, Of kill'd Mulicians ſweep the Lyre ; 
That, dying with the gentle Sounds, 
y Soul, well tun d, may riſe, 
break oer all the common 


Of Minds, that grovel here below the Skies. 
Cs With 


— 
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With Mosks, Davip, Cas1MmR, CARSTAIRS, 


Muſicians, Poets, Prieſts, and Kings, enthron'd 9. 

Hymning, exratick, to th' Eternal's Praiſe ! 

And, if the Pow 7 Almighty and All-wiſe | 
Approve my Wiſh, 1 ſhall not wail the Loſs 

Of viſual Orbs; tho”, by thick Films ſuffus'd 

And painful Weakneſs, much I dread the Fate 

Of Mir rox, Who, with darken'd Eyes, but Mind 

Illumin'd bright, in Verſe unchim'd, the Diftates 

Of Heav'n pisebin d to Men, prodigious Bard ! 

When under Turf or Stone my Corps is laid, 

(Both equal to me then!) I ſhall not care, 

Nor know, what Men ſay of my Works and me, 

Words are but Wind, in Latin or in Greek. © 

Yet for the Satisfaction of the F ew, 8 

Who wiſh my Memory well, may what is ſaid 

Be good, tho little 5 Id hve froneſ Fame, 


.- 


F However 
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However ſmall! and let my noble Sram, | 
ARGYLE, or WALPOLE, FAMILTON, BALFOUR, 
Or LaunzRare, KiMorey, or the King, 

(F or Potts are the great Concern of all! 

And all to Mitchell Patrgns are confeſs d!) 
My facred Bones depoſite in the Iſle, 

To Bards devoted; and a decent Tomb, 

Near * PrL1Ps, raiſe, with Epitaph deſery d: 
Or, if in Caledonian Climes I drop, 
(For I not yet foreſee my Place of Death) | 
At + Ratho, mix'd with Kindred Clay, I'd reſt 
Beneath a Marble Stone, inſcrib'd J. M. 

To tell Poſterity whoſe Duſt lies there. 

No richer Epitaph I court! wha Profit 

Cou'd ſtudied Phraſes bring my y mouldring Part ? 


*The Monument ot Mr. Jom Name i in WESTMINSTER Are. 
+ The Name of the Pariſh and Village where the Author was born 
in North-Britain, 


1 And, 
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And, for my Soul, it then wou'd have no Leiſure, 
Howe'er diſpos'd in Realms of Bliſs or Woe, 


To mind what's written, or what Men might ſay. 


Thus, in continu'd Rhapſcdy, I've | ſung, 
Philippian Verſe, unknowing ey'ry Line 
What next wou'd follow : Inf piration ſtrange ! 
Thus holy Men, in early Chriſtian Times, 

| Careleſs of a To-morrow, took no Thought 


What then might happen, and were bleſs'd of 
88 ¶Heav'n. 


EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 


TG 


| Spaniſh Fryar. 


Spoken by Mr. UI N on Saturday, | 
May 2. 1725. In the Character of the | 


FERT AR. 


/ 


RACE after Meat, is decent, Sirs, at 
Ct 2 5 | leaſt, 
ee And who's ſo fit to ſay it, as a Prieſi? 


But there are {crup'lous Souls, I 
[ underſtand, 

Who will not take a Bl: ſong off my Hand. 

Tis true, according as I have been alas. 

I'm not, as yet, prepar'd for being Sainted. 4 


I 4 Yet, 


i PROVES 

Yet, tis as true, ſome have been Canoniz'd, 
Whoſe Wickedneſs was litle more diguied. | 
Two Blacks indeed can never make a V bite, 

N 4 others Faults make me the more Upright, 
By Trade, 


I frankly own, I'm a ſad Dog— 
A carnal Pimp, in pious Maſquerade. 

{ And this Confeſſion from a Prieſt, you'll fay, 
Is not a Thing that happens every Day.) 

Sin is my Buſineſs, and my Daily Bread, 
From People's Vice my Benefits proceed. 0 

* *Tis by their living / that 1 live well, 

* And their Debauches theſe fat Paunches fell, 
The Pricſt's a Fool, who is at Vice diſpleas'd— 
Are Doctors vex'd to find Mankind diſeas'd ? © 
* But whether _ be angry, Sirs, or civil, 


* . a Mock-War betwixt us, and the Devil. 


, 2 n . CIOS, WE SEE FX" es — r 
»— * 


The Lines mark d . a Star PI are borrow a from the Original 
Epilogi, 
At 
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At this my Doctrine, dome may take Offence; 
But Lovers, ſure, are Folks of better Senſe. 
And, if Intriguing be the Good Old Way, 
Then Popery's beſt, whate er Reformers ſay, 


At leaſt, moſt pleaſing, in chis th of May. 
Whot'er wou'd give a Loofe — come, 
And revel in the Courts of Xin, and | R 
With us, Love's Carnival is ſtill in Seaſon, 
And Abſolution asks no Leave of Reaſon. 


* Gold is the Word- 


* There is no Dives in the Roman Hell. 


There's no Indulgence, without ready Rhino, 

That only makes our Bleſlings Jure Divino. 

That rules the World, and puts "RY 1n right 
| [Poſture ; 

But — —̃— 

No Pay, no Swiſs; no Pence, no Pater-Nofter. 

| | : "HOLD TIS, 


bring that, and all goes 
[well, - 


POLTIS, King of Thrace; 
OR, THE | 
Peace-Keeper: 
co the 

Powers of EuxorE, in the Year 1726. 


RE Europe's Peace is broken quite, 


= 3 
0; a Ere Fleets and Armies meet in Fight, 
Sopy N N 8 


wy 


Ere Blood is ſpilt, and Treaſure ſpent, 


Ere Crowns are loſt, and Kingdoms rent, : 


& 


Ye jarring Powers, with Patience, hear 


A Tale, from Plutarch, worth your Ear. 


When Ereeks, revengeful, had decreed 


Againſt the Trojans to proceed, 
| "T'was 
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Twas thought expedient to take in 

What neighbouring Forces they cou'd win; 
That, by collected Rage and Strength, 

The Town might be their own at length. 


Ambaſſadors, among the reſt, 
To Poltis carried their Requeſt. 


The Thracian, tardy, as the Dutch, 
Car'd not for War and Miſchief much ; 
But, warily, the Cauſe enquir'd 
That had the Grecian Chiefs inſpir'd 
With hoſtile Fury 


Twas told, with Cireumſtances ſtrong, 
That Menelaus ſufferd Wrong 


From 
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From Paris, unprovok' d, and how 
Thi Adulterers liv'd together now : 
But that, with his concurring Aid, 
They were not in the leaſt afraid, 
But Helen ſhon'd be had again, 

And oy laid level with the Plain. 


He, good and wiſe ! the Matter weigh'd, 
And then, in peaceful Manner, faid ; 


Is that your Quarrel ? That your Strife ? 
« Is all this Pother for a Wife? | 
e. For ſhame, ye Greeks, pai Anger ſtifle, 
Nor break the Peace for ſuch a Trifle. 
What tho the Rape was moſt injurious ? 
« Conſider, Paris Love Was furious. 


Twas 
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« ”T'was wrong the Grecian to ſupplant, | 

« And 'twere fo, ſhou'd the Trojan want. 

« Both muſt have Wives. Come, — l have two, | 
« And, for the Sake of Peace and you, 
« (Tho' both are as beloy'd by me, 

4 As Wives, in Conſcience, ought to be) 
« I'll one to that ſame 7ojas ſend, 

4 And tother to my Grecian Friend. 

e If either of em ſhou'd again 

« For want of Female Fleſh complain, 
The Devils in him. For my Part, 

« Im ſatisfy d, with all my Heart ; 

« And muſt be very fick of Life, 

„„ When I take Cudgels for a Wife. 


The Greeks deſpisd thoſe Ways and Means, 


T accommodate the Difference: 


But, 


\ 


F 
126 POEMS 
But, headlong to the Battle ruſh'd, | 
And Ten long Years for Conqueſt puſh'd 4 
Loſt many Pounds, and many Lives, 


Worth twenty times as many Wives; 
And, when, at laſt, the War was o'er, 
What was it from the Field they bore ? 
Why, Fal/taf's Honour, and a Whore ! 
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A 


Lilliputian O 5 E 


oN 


C 5 4 Bos | Doe. 


I. 


cranA's Care! 
0 how n 
Charms like thine! 
Sparks divine 
Seem to ſhine 
In thy Eyes, 
Bright and wiſe. 


Th 


eres 
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There's a Grace 
| In thy Face, 
2 Which the Sages 
| Of all Ages 
4 Ml Might admire. 
It would tire 
'Pors and GAY 
To diſplay 
Such a Dog. 
Mol x Moe, 
Rural Toaft, 
| ENGLAND's Boaſt, 
| And thy Foil, 
1 With leſs Toil, 


Was proclaim d 
By their Muſes fair and fam' d. 
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II. 
To be kg, 


Aud careſt 


And in . 


K Divine, * 


Every Night, 
With Delight ! 
A 
d 
Great appear q ELIE 


3p 


Or to lie 


And controul 


Va, 9 - + 
| 0 P O E | | | 
* 1 0 x % ; 


Softly by, 


And be fed | 
With the Bread he, 

As [i 01. 
And the Meats 


CLARA eats! 
He#- £1 


Well attended, ; 


Dr 


A dec 


Maids and Men, 


5 7 031 
Of ſo great an Honour vain! 


1 4 * Ly 
4 


er 1 
1 4 7 : - 7 7 of 
* $8 *%# 1 & £4 SELL 2 


3 J ” - %L F 
» 4+. 4 4. 3. 


What Diſtreſs 
Will poſſeſs | 


®.- > L ”, 4 7 > 
£16147 & FJ 


1 . 


CTARA's Soul, : SE 
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When grim Death - 
Stops thy Breath 1 
Then a Croyid, 

Crying loud, - 

To the Clay 

Shall convey | 

Beauty gone: 

And a Stone 

Shall proclaim | 
Thy lord Name : os - | 
And 2 1 
| Shall rehearſe 

And ſhew fort 

All thy Worth, 


But no Art 
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crARA's Grief! 8 * 


Can her Mind 
Ever find, e 
While poor Herr 
Fills her Thoughts and that's Pity. 


— 


THE 
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| * H E 
vicar and Waggoner. 


A Sunday Conv ERSATION. 


= JHUS to his Pariſh Renner a Orig 


His Soul's Reſentment zcalouſly ad- 
| [dreſs'd —— 
9 «© How long, how long ſhall I beſeech 
[in vain? 

« How * of thy malignant Courſe complain? 


e what 1 can, thou, with uplifted Hand, 

« Wilt drive thy Waggon thro the Fourth Com- 
“O worſe than Few, or Infidel, or Turk, * 
« Why, why, on Sunday's, doſt thou dare to work ! 
« Hop'ſt thou for Heay'n?---- The Maggoner ſaid, 


. : 3 3 
If there's no wicked Turnpike in the Way. 


K+ _ _ -— TR 
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5 Turnpike! (enrag' d the holy Man reply d) A 
4 "Tis full of Türmpikes, and of Thoths bende. 


cc Yea, tis a narrow Path, a rugged Road---- 
Then, Sir, tis worſe than eber my Cattle trod: 

Better to keep the Way, that's beat and broad. 

I tell Thee, Waggoner, the beaten Path, 


« However eaſy, leads to certain Death. 


* 


I ne'er found that: but, Sir, what Toll's to pay? 
The Toll, {reply'd the Prieſt) is faſt and priy, © 
I can't afford to aft ; I can't indeed 
Then you'll be damn'd, as ſure as there's 4 
—— | [Creed, 
Ay, marry, rather than be fool'd by Priefts 


To farve my ſelf, and Fade my worthy Bealts, 


KL 


| 1 
Miſs CRAR- 


on 8 daten 


LY 


Er x 


2 ST, EN 2 MG 


Miſs Ernanit'n at Church. | 


18s Cnanorr juſt was Four Years old, 
When firſt ſhe went to Church, 
Where firſt ſhe ſaw, in a white Sheet, 
A Woman at the Porch, 

« Mamma, (ſhe cry'd) why, all in bite, 

« Stands this poor Woman here © - 
Becauſe ſhe is a 1 Jade, 

And has done IIl, ark Dear. * 


Scarce ſaid, when Parſon 9 came, 
Array d in Surplice bright—— 
6˙)) Ce. 
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1 Has he done Ill ? Is he too navght ? 


Or why, Mamma, in White? :: 
His Garment ſhews the Man of God 

Is ſpotleſs all within - b 
« Hi! can a Sheet at once be put 

« For Sanctity and Sin? 

. 

Huſſy, be huſh ; you muſt believe, 

And check ſuch Notions wild 


But every Day makes it appear 


You're Dada's own dear Child. F 


THE 


| 
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5 
* 
LS * $ 
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THE 


TOTNESS 
ADDRESS 


VERS IFIE D. 


Mong the many warm Addreſſes 
Lor Mayors, Aldermen » Burgeſſes, 


And other People, truly Loyal, 

(Who, now, their Zeal and Wits em ploy all, 
To ſhew Your Majehy, that They 

Reſolve to Do, as well as KY : 

We, Men of Tor Ns q Divos, beg 

Our Tiege, to let us make a Leg, 

1370 And 
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And eke a Speech to daunt our Foes, 


| Whete-Ver the LowDON-Gazerre goon. 


- Tmprimis, the in Strain moſt humble, 
We'd have you know how much we grumble, 
At GERMANY and SPAIN, who durſt 
Ute before they warn'd us firſt ' 
And might have (had we nat found out 
Their Machinations) brought about 
A World of Woe to Jou and Jour Hope, 
To ToTNEss, BRITAIN, and to EUROPE. 
Their Schemes, too black to be reyeal'd, 
And yet too true to be conceal'd, 
Muſt ſtrike, with terrible Surprize, 
All People, who have Ears and Eyes; 


When 
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When tis but known they were intended 
By Princes, we, ſo late, defended ! 
Princes, in whoſe divided Cauſe, 
All Chriſtendom a Deluge was ! 
But, now, colleagu d, wou'd Matters jibe, 
And Treaties topſy- turvy tumble! 
Antici pate, the Conflagration ; 
By ſetting Fire to every N ation ! 
Tho' we, (who made em) go to Ruin 

Did eyer Mortals ſee ſuch Doing ? 


But vain are Menaces and Threats 
Forſooth, we know their former Feats ; 
And value, like ſo many Poſts, 
Spaniſh ArMapa's, German HosTs! 
Such ſcare-crow Potentates may vaunt, 


But not your yaliant Britons daunt. 


Alas! 


— 


* 
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Alas ! their whimſical Chimeras 


Can ne'er affright a Land of Feroes ? 
Eſpecially, ſince Jou, 10 Gabe 

Have been at Pains to look ſharp out; 
And, timely, taken ſuch wiſe Meaſures, 
As will enſure our Lives and Treaſures. 


Then, there's your Parliament, ſo able; 


And Miniſiry, incomparable, 
With Spirits, indefatigable ! 


But, moſt of all- now Blood is up----behold 


Your Men of Devon, ever brave and bold! 


Bleſs us! what Hierbes has our County bred ? 


And how your Royal Anceſtors have ſped , | 


In like Conjunctures, by their gallant Aid? 


We furniſh'd PRAKE, a Man of mighty Fame! 


The Sons of Sy Alx ſtill tremble! at his Name ! 


A RALEIGH, 


mY N 
: 
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ARarzic H, too, from Devonſhire proceeded 
But him we claim not for he was beheaded / 
And, tho the Dorſet Gentry make a Fuſs, | 
canem! firſt breath'd the vital Air with Us---- 
We mean great MARLBOROUGH, of immortal Story, - 
( Hocnsrrpr's a Witneſs of this HeRoO's Glory) | 
To whoſe ſole Arm the Empire Safety owes, 
And its great Fleud his Victory Ger his Foes ! 
True; Theſe are Du//----But ſome remain alive, 


Who to the Devil Your Enemies will drive. 


WAGER and HOSIER ! There's a Brace of Tars/ 
Each more than NeeTuNe, and at leaſt a Mass ! 
We warrant it, they'llmake the Spaniards mind em 
And leave to Fiſhes many Feaſts behind em! 
Beſides, our Burough to your Senate ſends, 

A WILLS, among the brayeſt of Your Friends! 


He, 


F 


He, Sir, ev'n/ He, who now Preſeuts our Speech, : 
Your Foreign Foes Fidelity will teach. 
Lord, how he ſcourg'd rebellious 8 at 
Ay, that's a Proof he's one, whom you bt hd 
Take but our Words, and give him Chief Command, 
Oorxxp ſhall fink, and CR ALTAR ſhall ſtand. 
But, leſt you think, Sir, this is Hows: bl 
Nothing but Bamm, and empty Cant, 
We, honeſt, hearty Cocks are willing, 
Per Pound Land Tax 20 pay Fou SIN; 
| Nay, with ſuch Cheerfulneſs allow it, 
| Well tos the other SIXTEEN to it; 
Tho! we ſhould mortgage Lands and Houſes, 
And eke our Children and our Spouſes. | 
"FM Moreover, we'll moſt frankly part 
With all we haye, with all our Heart, | 
| Rather 
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| Rather than let our Faith's Defender 
Be bullied, by a baſe Pretender 
A ſpurious, Popiſh Brat, abjur'd 
By all of Loyalty affur'd ! 20 
I this we did in ſober Sadneſß, 
What mayn't we do when rouz'd to Madneſs ? 
We yow and n by Life's great Giver, 
To fight him to our longeſt Liver ; 
And, when our lugeft Ziver's dead, 
Our Ghoſts ſhall haunt Him, in our ſtead, 
And fill his Coward-Soul with Dread! 
This Reſolution we haye taken, 
That, warn'd, He may preſerve his Bacon 3 
Or ſhou'd he eyer chance to win 
A bloody Battle, and come in; 


(Which 


(Which Heay'n forbid thou'd ever be!) 
Know, by theſe preſent Lines, *. 
Aſſure Him, he'll be fairly bit, 

And, on your Throne, et: &; 


When none is ee i611 


. 


To head, and hang, and draw, and quarter! 


And now, Sir, to conclude our Speech. 


And ſhew we pray, as well as preach, _ 
We eve clubb'd an Fym, and cordial ren, 0 


Om Cares, in humble Staves, to 8275 AVIN. 


J. 


— 


« Gop proſper well our noble King, 


« Our Lives and Fortunes all! 


iir 


5 May Peace, arid Truth, and mg and Wealth, 


« The BRITONS brare befall 1 


— od 


4 


* 
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« Late, very late, may our good Lieze 
* A Heavenly Crown obtain 
* And cke his Royal Houſe ne'er want 


" A Prince, ſo fit to reign { 
III. 
« O may our Happineſs, fo rare, 
00 To future Times go down! 
Let all the People ſay, Amen! 
« Amen, ſays Torxzss Town { 


O N 


e 


ROGER SIZ ER. 
Of GREAT ABINGTON, in the 
County of CAMBRIDG E, Elg 


Who, having been bred under Sir STEPHEN. 
Fo x, was early preferr'd to conſiderable Poſts ; 
and, upon the Revolution, made Paymaſter of 
King W1LLIAM's Army Abroad, for ſeveral 
Years; and afterwards Treaſurer of the Chamber; 
till the Acceſſion of Queen ANNE; when 
he retir'd to his Country Seat, where he ſerv'd 
as Deputy-Lieutenant of the County, Captain 
of the Militia, and one of His Majeſty's Fu/tices 
of the Peace, till his Death. Auno Dom. 17 26. 
. 5 3 + 


LEO: F Skill in Buſineſs, Honour, Health, 


Courage and Bravery, Pow'r and 

[ Wealth, 
Candour and Truth, cou'd Mortals 
| [fave— 


| Then S12 E had not grac d the Graye. 


All 
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All that was Manly, Generous, Great, 
Made His a Character compteat ! 
The Force of | Virtue cou'd not mend, 

In im, the Patriot and the Friend ! = 
et, ah! how carthly Glories fade! 
Eyn E is low and filent laid ; 

And ſcarce, but in Records of Fame, 
By Verſe preſery'd, a living Name ! 

=== What then may vndgar Souls expect 
But Death, Oblivion, and Neglect; 
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Madam MARIA JANE, 


The Widow of 
ROGER S ER. Eſq; 


A French Lady of uncommon Accompliſh- 
ments, both of Mind and Perſon, who 
dyd Anno Dom. . 65. 


| 05 Yd F Beauty, Humour, Knowledge, Senſe, 


J | And Wit, had prov'd a ſure Defence 
= Againſt the Darts of conquering Death, : 


| MARIA had not yielded Breath, 


Wars, fair ones, tremble at the Ne ews 


Since he, ſo | worthy of the Muſe, 
5 So 
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So well accompliſh'd, nought cou'd fave, 
---How ſhall ye ſcape the gaping Grave? 

How leave wk everlaſting Name, 


Unleſs, like Her, ye merit Fame ? 


— But, ere appears, among your Kind, 4 

Her Match, in Perſon and in Mind, 

The Marble Monuments ſhall break, Z 
And ſhe, with Charms immortal, wake. 7 


Occaſion'd a by the 
Laſt Wit: and Dearn of Madam F I ZE R. 


I. 


. 3 D HAT Credit ſhall my Muſe obtain ? 

* es Who will belieye I more than feign? 

. | When, weeping o er Mania W 

I ftrow around my melancholy Verſe ? 

She gave me Fortune, left me her ſole Heir, 
Diſpell'd my Doubts, controul'd Deſpair, 


And cur'd at once my Care. 


She 
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she did all this—and yet I mourn, 
Inceſſant o'er her ſacred Urn, 
And wiſh, in yain, ſhe cou'd to Life return, 8 
: N 5 . 
Tho- Youth and — long were fled, 
Ere ſhe was number d with the Dead; 
Tho ſhe had ceas d to charm the Eye, 
I wiſh'd ſhe might not quickly die: 
And now, to her dear Memory Juſt, 
Revere her hallow'd Duſt ; | 
Nor think I can enough her Worth proclaim, 
And pay due Honours to her valued Name. | 
| 1 | 
How can I &er forget? 


Or when diſcharge my Debt 
To one, whoſe Love and Zeal, for me, 
Diſintereſted were, and free ? 
= „ 8 


ka P\OvME:M.S 
What had I done ta merit and enhiiges 
The Grace and Bounty of experienc'd Age? 
To move a Mind, for noble Senſe renown'd, 
To paſs her Kindred and her Country by, 
| Neglect a Crowd of old Companions round, 
And on a Stranger ſet a Price ſo high? 


IV. 


| Was it becauſe I had a Share 
| 5 Of thy Eſteem, my Patron ST AIX? : 5 
ö = To War Port's Fayour owe I hers? 
Or was ſhe captiy'd by my Verſe? | 
Was ſweet OPHELIA the engaging Cauſe 
Of all her Goodneſs and Applauſe ! 
Or, generous and unprompted, did ſhe chuſe 
Her Heir, for his own Sake, and for his Muſe ? 


* A 
* 
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Whate'er 
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Whatc'er the Motive of her Love, 
O let me not ingrateful hore! | 
Indelible may her Idea laſt, 
In my moſt faithful Breaſt ; 


Or, when I drop Remembrance of her N ame, 


My Hand its Cunning loſe, my Muſe her Fame, 


"OY Ws 
No; from my grateful Heart 
Her Image "PRA can part. 1 
Each Place ſhe viſited and loy'd, | 


But moſt her Picture, ever near 


To Guarantee my Reyerence for her Shade. 


Whate'er | ſhe prais'd "Or diſapproy' dz 1 
Perſons and Things Which ſhe held dear, 


My Sight, will keep her in my Mind, 
Preſerye the deep Impreſſion made, | 
As if they were by her Laſt Will deſign'd 
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VI. Con- 
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Condemn me not, Companions, now, 

If penſive I ſhou'd grow. 

Say not Tm full of Worldly Care, 
And anxious how to nſe my Store; 
| Nor wiſh 1 had at been her Heir, 
1 But fill Poetically Poor-— 


They need to know my Spirit more, 
Who think that Ayarice dwells there. 
Tis Thought of what MARIA was, 
And what fad Loſs I now ſuſtain, 
That puts me in this wretched Caſe, 
And keeps alive my Pain. | 
What ſhe cow'd do, ſhe did for me; 
And 1 deſpair, among her Sex, to ſee 
One ſo accompliſh'd, ſo Divine, as ſhe. 


2 Vll. Boaſt 
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VII. 


Boaſt not, ye Beaus and Fops profane, 
Of Favours from the Fair; 
What Boon, what Bliſs did e er ye gain, 
That might with mine compare? 
What boots your momentary Joys? = 
Your Pleaſure, that in Taſting, cloys ! 
What is it Beauty cer beſtows b 
Equal to what from F ricndſhip flows? 
Feaſt on the Sex's fancied Charms ; 


Go, riot in their fond and folding Arms 


Be it my Pride, that one, who knew 


The World, and lock d it thro' and thro, 


Cou'd judge of Books and Men aright, | 


T he faireſt once, and always moſt polite ! 


\ 


That 


— — — m — 
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That ſhe, regardleſs of the Crowd, 
On me her envied Favours all beſtow'd. 


This Thought, amid my Sorrow, gives me Eaſe, 


And never fails to pleaſe. 


BATHO; 
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TO THE 
RicnT HoxnouRaBLE | 
C 4 + #- £ 
Earl of Lamderdale, 


Lord Lieutenant and High-Sheriff 
of Edingburg ſhire ; Maſter-Ge- 
neral of His Majeſty's Mint in 
Scotland; One of the Lords of 
Police; Superior of the Pariſhes 
of Ratho, &c. 3 


D) LORD, 


. TA Hav addreſs d this Poem to His 
= 1 ES Majeſty, who alone can anſwer 
WRFW] the End for which it was chiefly 

compos d. Bur I cant . fo fair an 

Opportunity of paying my dutiful Reſpects 

| to 
t 
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to your Lordſhip, whoſe noble Family has, 
for many Centuries, held the Superiority 
of the Place I have attempted to Sing. 
As the good People of RATHO, in 
general, will rejoyce to ſee this Piece of 
Juſtice and Gratitude paid you, whom they 
have ſo much Reaſon to honour and loves 
ſo it will be a ſenſible Satisfaction to m 

Kindred, in Particular, who have had ſo 
many Inſtances of your Kindneſs, and are 
ſo truly devoted to your Service. As for 

my. own Part, no Pleaſure can equal That, 
which. I feel in making you this Acknow- 
ledgment of Obligations and Eſteem, but 
the Joy which would inſpire me to be- 
hold our King making an actual Progreſs 
through our Country, and conferring Marks 
of his Royal Favour on the antient City of 
RATHO, and the noble Family of 
LAWDERDALE. 

But whether my Muſe may hereby con- 
tribute to this deſired End, and prove the 
Mleans of procuring Bleſſings to my Birth- 

Place and native Country, I have Occaſion 

to diſplay her generous Sentiments and 
Power. Perhaps too, your Lordſhip _ 


| 
| 
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feel a Pleaſure in obſerving what Improve- 
ment She has made of the Advantages of 
her Education. I ſhould indeed be aſham'd 


of her Performances, when I reflect on 


what She owed fo early to the noble Tran- 


ſlator of VIII, your Lordſbip's Unch, 
Earl Richard. Inſpir d by his immortal 


Works, more might have been expected of 
mine. + How then ſhall I anſwer it to your 
Lordſhip and all the World, that, from 
the Patronage of your great Father, Earl 
Jon, under which my Infancy was che- 
riſh'd and my Genius form'd, I have made 
ſo little Progreſs in Arts, and advanc'd ſo 
ſlowly. to Fame . 

I am unwilling to be particular in men- 
tioning my Debt to your LoraſÞtp's ſelf, leſt 
I ſhould Tranſgreſs in the diſtaſteful Style 
of common Pedjuation - Bur muſt. beg 
leave to aſſure you, that, tho' I was not 
E to be a Prieſt, I pray as heartily 
or your Happineſs, as any one in the Pres- 
bytery does, who is paid for his Piety |! 
And, if I may be permitted to Prophecy, 
(a Liberty always granted to Poets) I pro- 


miſe and foretel, that, from your Lord- 


Sor. M-.  ſhþs 


8 TER — —— þ — * — . 
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ip's happy Conjunction with the fair and 
{x tobe ; fron of the great Earl of 
FinDLATOR and SEAFIELD, will iſſue 
a Race, in whom will be blended the Per- 
fections of both illuſtrious Lines, to qualify 


them to fill the important Places of King's 


high Commiſſioner, Secretary of State, and 

Chancellor of the Nation; Places, which 
his living Lordſhip has adorn'd ; and which, 
in former Times, were adorn'd by half a 
Dozen of your own Anceſtors, almoſt in 
an uninterrupted Hereditary Succeſſion. 


| | 
| O may they, bleſt with every blooming Grace, 
With equal Steps the Paths of Glory trace, 
| | - Join to their Anceſtors a rival Name, 
| And ſhine like them in brighteſt Spheres of Fame, 
| The faireſt Patriots of the honour'd North ! 

| And firſt in Power, becauſe the firſt in Worth! 

| $ 

But, my Lord, tho' my Muſe pleaſes 
| herſelf, at a Diſtance, with this glorious 
| reverſionary 8 of your Poſterity s 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Greatneſs and Felicity, I ſhall not live 
OT: | . long 
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long enough to record their Actions and 
celebrate their Lives ; which is a Misfor- 
tune I feel as ſenſibly, as perhaps Mos Es 
did, when from Mount PISGAH's 
Summit, he ſaw the promis d Land, but 
cou'd not enter there with the Tribes of 
ISR AEL. However, to my laſt Breath, 
I will be, with my beſt Wiſhes and Ser- 
vices, | n 
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My LORD, 
Your Lordſbip's 
Moft Faithful 


Lox Don, 
April 4th, 1728. 


and Devoted 


MITCHELL. 
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PREFACE. 


— : nal // 1S 17 I could introduce the follow- 


ing Poem to your Favour, by an apter 
ad more entertaining Preface, than 
i moſt Moſt humble Addreſs and 
| Petition of the Inhabitants of RATHOo 
to the King's moſt excellent Majeſty : But, as 


it gave my Muſe the Hint, ſo it affords a clear Idea 


of the Work It repreſents, at once, the true Senſe 
of that good and loyal People, and the Reaſons that 
give a ſort of Sauction to the Novelty and Oddnefs 


of my Compoſition. 
DREAD SOVEREIG N, 
„Into the large Offering of Condolance and 


* Congratulation made by your dutiful Subjects, 
73 15 - M 3 « on 
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PREFACE. 

on the ſudden Deceaſe of our late gracious 
King, your Royal Father, of bleſſed Memory, 
and your Majefly's fol Acceſſion to the 
Imperial Throne of theſe Realms, may we, 
the Inhabitants of RA HO, in NoRT R“ 
BRITAIN, be permitted to throw our humble 
Mite ? 5 5 

« 'Tho' this our Place of Reſidence has, Time 


out of mind, been no leſs defenceleſs for want 
of Walls, Bulwarks, Garriſons, and Arms, 


than deſtitute of the Charters, Privileges, and 


Benefits, which Royal Authority has beſftow'd 


on many leſs ancient Towns, Burroughs, and 
Cities, of our Fellow Subjects; yet, being 


equally intereſted in the publick Sorrows and 
Joys of; our King and Country, we judge it 


our Duty*to appear concern'd in the Crowd of 
loyal Addrefſers on this remarkable Event. 
„Nor can we deſpair of your Majeſty's gra- 
cious Regard and Protection (notwithſtanding 
our inconſiderable Perſons, Properties, and Ap- 
pearance) when we think of our lawful Share 
in the common Bleſſings, which the Magna 
Charta and As of Parliament in general, and 
your Majeſty's early Declaration and gracious 
Speeches in particular, have intail'd and enfur'd 
to the meaneſt, as well as the greateſt, of your 
Britiſh Subjects. rs 4 381] 
« And, if it were not too much Preſumption 
in People of our Condition, to repreſent our 
honeſt Pretenſions to the Royal Grace, and 
aſſert the Liberty of Petitioning for it, we 
| might 


$ 


« might hope from your Majeſty's great Wiſs 

. « dom, Goodneſs, and Power, that ruin d 
« R ATHO, our native Seat, ſhall regain all the 
« happy Circumſtances, that contribute to exalt 
« rural Villages into royal Burroughs, and di- 
« ſtinguiſh Lordly Cities, from Towns of Plebeian 
« Figure. | FT 3 | 

« But, paſſing the Boaſt we might make of 
« what our Place was, and our Predeceſſors were, 
« in Times of old; (for vix ea 22 we beg 
« leave only to ſay what we ourſelves are, and 
« have done, to engage your Majeſty to reſtore 
« our FERUSALEM, and make it a Praiſe 
« among our Neighbours, and through the whole 
« Earth. | 
Beſides, that we are a People of one Heart and 

©« one Mind, in Matters of Faith and Conſcience; 
« we are unanimouſly attach'd, without mental 
« Equiyocation or ſecret Reſervation, to the 
« Proteſtant Succeſſion in your auguſt Family; and 
« accordingly, did voluntarily, with no leſs Bra- 
very than Zeal, appear a warlike Militia in 
« Time of the late unnatural Rebellion. We 
« have alſo, on all Occaſions before and ſince, 
% maintain'd the Rights and Honour of the Re- 
<«< volution Eſtabliſhment ; and never grudg'd our 
Proportion of Taxes, nor ſcrupled to hazard 
** our Lives and Fortunes in the Seryice of our 
King and Country. Moreover, we cannot 
< help boaſting, that we were the very fr So- 
* ciety, or Aſſembly of People in NORT H. 

* BRIT AIN, who, upon receiving the News 

; | M 4 6 of ; 
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of his late Majeſty's Death, did proclaim, at 
our RAME-STONE, your Majeſty's right- 
ful Title and happy Mon to the Throne, 
with perfect Accord of Heart and Tongue. 

« When your Majeſty allows theſe Conſidera- 
tions a Place in your Royal Thoughts, there 
is no doubt but you will be graciouſly pleaſed 
to favour us with ſome Mark of your Benefi- 
cence--—-ſuch as a Charter, conſtituting us 
really what we now are only in Idea and De- 


fire----or a yearly Fair and weekly Market, to 


bring Money and Meat among us----or a Turn- 


& pike and Toll, for Reparation of our Streets and 


Walls, which, alas! lie buried, like thoſe of 
TROY or whatſoever elſe your Majeſty, in 


your great Goodneſs, Wiſdom, and Power, 


ſhall think fit; that, with increaſed Zeal and 
Loyalty, we, your faichful Folks of RATHO, 
may perſeyere in- praying for all Bleſſings to 
your ſacred Majeſty, our moſt gracious Queen 
CAROLINE, your Royal Iſſue, and all the 
Reſt of the Royal Family ; and that, when it 
ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty to make a Progreſs in 
this Part of your Dominions, (which doubtleſs 
your Majeſty would find for your Intereſt as 
well as ours) we may be in a Condition to re- 
ceive and entertain your Majefty's Court hand- 
ſomly (as in Duty bound) as well as enabled 
to hold out manfully againſt all Pretenders and 
Adverſaries, who may at any Time make 
bold to inyade or _ us. Amen. 


( 


Having 


5 
8 


. 
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Having thus freer ou, Readers, with the 
Grounds and Reaſons of this Poem, I might, in 
the next Place, tell you, that the End of it is 
the Honour and Intereſt of my native Country ! 
But, without making any ſuch Apology, I take 
my leave, with a Nuotation of Mr. PRIOR's 
Preface o SOLOMON, as being a-propos 7o 
my Purpoſe and my Principle, vin. I had ra- 
« ther be thought a good Engliſhman, than the 
« beſt Poet, or greateſi Scholar, that ever 
« wrote. | | 


RATHO; 


i 
| 
: 
| 
|. 
| 
| 
! 
1 


9-17 wh = 9 


N . „„ . 


PO E M. 


Neſeio qua natale Slum Dulcedine Muſas 
Ducit, & imme mores non ſinit eſſe ſui ! 


— 


Ovid. 


— 


Sinc of RATHO. Help me to 
> [relate 

'\ Its paſt, its preſent, dice futureState, 
Ye Pow'rs celeſtial ; and enroll, in 


[Fame, 
The Lays inſcrib'd to GEORGE's ſacred Name. 


And thou, dread Monarch, deign a kind Regard-== 
Thy Smiles are Sanction, and thy Praiſe Reward. 
F For 
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For Theſe I bend]; for Theſe permit my Pray'r ; 
With Theſe, propitious, crown thy Servant's Care; 
If e'er the Muſẽ afforded Thee Delight, . 


If e'er a Bard found Fayour in thy Sight. 


Weſt rom DIN A==== Caledonian Pride, 
And Wonder of the neighbouring World beſide !--- 


A champian Country, hedg'd on every Hand 
With ſtately Hills, adorns the Lothian Land; 


By Nature form'd to give the Muſe Delight, 


Inſpire her Rapture, and her Verſe invite. 


'Tho' here no Cedar tow'rs its ample Head; | 


No ſpicy Gums and Frankincenſe are ſpread ; 


No cluſtring Vines and rich Pomegranates glow 3 
No limpid Streams of Milk and Honey flow ; 


Tho 
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Tho' the blue F ig and yellow Olive fail, 
And bluſhing Peaches ſhun the Wint'ry Gale : 
Yet here, uncurſt with Skies inclement, Groves 
For Contemplation, and Repoſe, and Loves; 
Corn, Plants, and Flowers, of native Product, ſpring; 
Fiſh glad the Streams, and Birds harmonious ſing ; 
Hawks, Hounds, and Guns, have here unbounded 
And eager Sportſmen Crown their rural 1 
Here bleating Flocks and lowing Herds abound; 


And ſweet Content ſpreads Happineſs around. 


But (fo Heaven's Will, all- governing, ordain'd) 
Unprais d for Ages has this Scene remain'd, 
Unknown to modern Bards, or by them ſcorn'd, 
And, now, too late, by MiTcHELL's ſelf adorn'd, 
Tho' none ſo dear, fo lovely in his Sight 
Of all the Lands, the Sun o erſpreads with Light! 
Thus 


D P:OE-M:$ 

Thus Trojas Tow'rs in Aſhes long had lin, | 
Ere Howes's Verſe reftor'd their Pride again, 
And with immortal Glory rais'd the San. 


But Sages, more diſcerning, faw this Seat, 
They ſaw and choſe it for a calm Retreat, 
Before the World confeſt the Chriſtian Name, 

Or ALsion knew the Greek and Roman Fame! 
Here hoary Hermits firſt Poſſeſſion rook, 

And, greatly good, their All for Heav'n forſook! 
Here ſelf taught Bards from Nature Knowledge 
a aries fame; then, 
Sung facred Things, and ſacred were conteſt, 
Their Minds and Morals of all Men the beſt ! 
Here venerable Druids, with Renown, 
Tranſmiſſive, Truths Hiſtoric handed down, 


| | * 
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The Will of Fate oraculous explain'd, 
And by their Lives immortal Honours gain'd t 


I Here conſtant Vows by Travellers were paid, 


Where holy Horrours ſolemniz'd a Shade ! 
And Conttiers, weary of the World, were found 
In Greens embow'ring, or on Banks embrown'd ! 
At laſt, ſo famous grew the ſacred Place, 

Heroes and Kings reſoly'd to give it Grace 
Firſt, with a glorious Principle inſpir'd, 

To follow Nature from the Crowd retir'd, 

In Groves and Grotto's of the ſilent Wood, 
Obſery'd the Duties of the Wiſe and Good; 
Till, by Degrees of humble Bleſſings cloy'd, - 
Bleſfings poſſeſs'd, and not alike enjoy'd ! 


TR in 1 . 
oy 


— 


Among th' Admirers of this beauteous Scene, 
Shone. R AT HO fair, a famous Pictiſb Queen, 


Ere Scottiſh Power o erthrew her Nation's State, 


And made that People Fugitives of Fate. 

Fond of the Mountains, Vallies, and the Woods, 
The Meads and Dales, the Foreſts and the Floods, 
(For theſe, in thoſe far diſtant Ages, grac'd 


This rural Scat, and every where were prais'd!) 


Romantic, ſhe conyerts a lovely Bow'r, 


Her fayourite Manſion to a Royal Tow'r, 


Which, gathering by Degrees, a City grew, 
(So Legends tell, and what they tell is true) 


A City, known in early Times to Fame, 
The Lothian Boaſt, and RATHO was its Name; 
| A Name from RATHO, Pifiſh Queen renown'd, 


And to this Day with Veneration own'd ! 


Now 
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NowWalls and Bulwarks for Defence were rear d, 


Columns, and Spires, and Palaces appear d! 


= Domes crowd on Domes, and Fanes with Temples 


3 [vye ! 
And Courts and Caſtles tire the wondering Eye * 


High Oer the reſt th imperial Structure ſhone, 

Antique the Building, but of burniſh'd Stone! 

Along the middle Street, from End to End, 

A limpid Stream did cooling Comfort lend, 

Whence the great Croſs of ſolid Rock took Name, 

And to this Day is ſtyld the R AT HO- RAU E. 

Like BABELI-Tow'R, it grac'd a rifog n 

Center of all Rathonian Domes around! 

5 From whoſe broad Baſe, ſo wonderful to tell, 

; E A ſacred Fluid, call'd the RAME-STONE WELL, 

1 Inceſſant flow d, with various Virtues bleſt, . 

But moſt with Health and Joy to the Diſtreſt ! 
Vol. II. = Around 


—— — 
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Around whoſe verdant nden oſt were ſeen 
The Moonlight Gambols of a Fairy Queen, 
With her gay T rain, (as Legends tell) in green : 


Her all rever'd „ as Genius of the Stream, 


Much was ſhe prais'd, and LADA was her Name. 


Here firſt my Mind from Nature Knowledge 
(brought, 
Throꝰ groſs Effects their myſtic Cauſes ſought; 


Explor' d the Wonders too refin'd for Senſe, 


N 


And Order found too regular for Chance. 
Here firſt my Vouth, with love of Song poſſeſt, 
Felt heavenly Fire, and was with Vigo bleſt 3 
Here, Studious, firſt unlock'd the ancient Store, 
And Spoils of Learning from the Claſſicks bore. 
Here too, alas! in youthful Days, my Heart 

Was firſt transfix'd with Love's almighty Dart; 


=» 
ow 
= 
* 
5 
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And here my Mu firſt plain'd the mighty Woe 
My Soul firſt knew, and evermore muſt know 
The beſt of Brothers and of F riends inhum'd, 


WH When ficſh his Virtues with Life's Vigour bloom'd! 


Untimely ſnatch'd from theſe admiring Eyes, 
Whoſe Image ever to my Thought muſt riſe ? 
O! while his Spirit, mix d with ſocial Saints, 
Eſtrangꝰd to Sorrow, and above Complaints, 
The Earneſt of eternal Bliſs enjoys, 
(Till, from the Duſt his kindred Aſhes riſe, 
And with it, perfect, gain Empyreal Skies; 
May guardian Angels faithful Vigils keep 
Around the Tomb, where now theſe Aſhes ſleep! 
May no dire Horrors of a Shade ſurround, 
Nor mortal Hands diſturb, the ſacred Ground ! | 
When ſhall the Virtues, Loves and Graces find : 
A purer Body for ſo pure a Mind ? 

1 1 A When⸗ 
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When, when have Cauſe to tend another Urn, 


And, for a truer, dearer, Votary mourn ? 


But human Bleflings are precarious ſtill, 
And Time muſt Nature's great Beheſts fulfil. 
'Thro' Length of Years minuteſt Things grow great, 
And higheſt Glories feel Reverſe of Fate. 
Thrice happy R AT HO, had it ftill remain'd 
A City, or its natural Charms ud 1 
But prers o'ercome, ſoon dwindled antient Pride, 


And what the Conquerors left it, Time deſtroy'd ! 


Scarce can our Eyes, with curious Search, behold 
The ſunk Foundations of the F/alls of old! 


We can but gueſs where ſtood the Imperial Dome, 
Long, long engulph'd in Earth's capacious Womb! 


Hardly 
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Hardly the ſacred 7: emples can be trac'd, 
And glitt'ring Spires for ever lie diſgrac'd ! 

The RAMt-STONE, once a Monument ſo high, 
Piercing thro* Clouds and gaining on the Sky, 
Now, mouldring, ſcarce a Yard of Length retains, 
The Prey of ever-waſting Winds and Rains ! | 
And the clear Stream, that gently roll'd my 
In antient Times, the Bards and Lovers Song, 
Now, mix'd with Mud, ignobly Paſſage makes, 
Or, here abſorpt, another Channel takes ! 
Where beauteous Bridges arch'd aloft before, 
And Pleaſure Boats row'd by from Door to Door, 
Vile Steps of Stone and Logs of Wood appear, 
And ſordid Fragments tumble all the Year ! 
The facred Mell the common Lot partakes---= 
Health-giying Virtue now its Spring forſakes! 


N 3 For 


ir  PE©BQ:DMS 
For vigorous RAME (as antient Bards rehearſe 
In venerable Tales and antique Verſe) 
Enamour'd, ſtole on L 4D A's gentle Charms, 
Mix'd with her Soul, and melted in her Arms: 
She, all abaſh'd, the bluſhing Scene forſook, 
= And, with her Train, in PLETT 4 Refuge took 


— —— —ꝗ—w iv —ũ— w ä——ᷓ— —u— 5 
—. — ;; eo We vat cen rye” Peres Tan ARYs 77mm — 


rr hoſpitable Height of Land, where I, 


(As F LAMSTEAD' erſt from GREENWICH) gaz d the 


[Sky ; 
Oft, in my Youth, my happier Days, alone, © 


ND —ñ 2 ECT — —— E— —— 2 


Or with a F riend, the rolling Orbs, that ſhone 
Diſtant, like twinkling Tapers 1n the Night, 
| Obſerv'd with curious Wonder and Delight; 5 
And oft, the Bleſſings of a private State 
Admiring, learnt Compaſſion for the Great. 
For ever fam'd and ſacred be thy Sides, 


O Hill, whence LADA weeps her ſil ver Tides; 


Like 
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Like HEL1cox, inſpiring be the Tears, 
And let the Hell immortal live in Verſe, 
Her WEII, where, oft o'ercharg'd with amorous 


; [Woe 
My ſwelling Heart has taught my Eyes to flow, 


As STLV TA coy, or CEL TA falſe I ſung, 
Or, all untun'd, my Harp on Willows hung, 


But, Maſe, a Veil of dark Oblivion caſt 
On thy fond Maſter's various Sufferings paſt ; 
No Image of long-finiſh'd Grief recall 


--—Ornt LIA more than makes Amends for all. 


Of antient RATHO, rear'd with Coſt and Pain, 
How few and wretched Monuments i ! 
Sometimes the Plough, from Fields ad jacent, tears 
The Limbs of Men, and Armour broke with Vears; 


N 4 Some- 
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Sometimes a Medal, all effac'd, is found, | 

And mouldring Gras aregather'd from the Ground: 
But who, ah ! who, can decent Honours pay, 
Or ſep'rate Vulgar from Imperial Clay ? 

Dire Fate of Mortals ! Cortagers and Kings 
Promiſcuous lie, alike unheeded Things! 


Deſtroying Time and the devouring Grave 


Alike confound the Coward and the Brave / 


Diſtinction's loſt ! no Marks of State adorn! _ 


And RATHO looks, like Troy, a Field of Corn 


Vet, as in th' Ark the choſen NOAH fail'd, 


theo fee th Word ihe pouring Floods prevail'd; 


So ſtill ſome Remnants of primeval Grace, 


From blank Oblivion, ſave th' imperial Place : 


Some true Traditions, in the Country known, 


In ſpite of Time, are handed careful down. 


Tho 
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Tho', with its J/alls and Battlements, are loſt, 
All the Records th* Inhabitants cou'd boaſt, 

Among the Lothian Seats ſhines RAT HO's Name, 
And its new People burn with antient Flame. 

As Generations in their Courſe decay, 

(This flouriſhing, when That is paſt away) 

'The wither'd Leaf of priſtine Glory falls, 

And Buds of Virtue croud the modern Walls 

A ſimple, frugal, hoſpitable Race, | 
With little Wealth, but Revenues of Grace, 

To Labour bred, without Ambition brave, : 
Chearful of Heart, and pleas'd with what they haye! 


As needy Peaſants deſtin'd to reſide 
Remote from Neighbours, in a Deſart wide, 
Studious to Give what Human Wants require, 
In Embers heap'd preſerve the acred Fire 3 
So 


186 POEMS 
So true RATHONIANS, with unwearied Pains, 
Trace ancient Paths, and dig for old Remains, 
Their Predeceſſors Merit keep alive, 
And, to be like Them, eyer-labouring ſtrive. 


From Them the curious Stranger now may hear 3 
How Men of old were . far and near, | 
Compleat in Arms, at RATHO-RAME t appear! 
How] Runxrew, Ruciin, Geer, GLASCOw, Towns 
Far diſtant, anſwer d on W Downs: 
How fair EDINA was deſign d to riſe 

Where now in Ruins antient RATIO lies? 
What circling Caſtles, Palaces, and Tow'rs, 
Burroughs, and Cities, Villages, and Bow'rs, 


From GocaR gay to HATToN's lofty Spires, 
And all around to NoRToN and the ByREs 

Of RAT HO held, to RAT HO Homage paid, 
RAT Ho, that o'er the Reſt its Head diſplay d 
2] High, 


us 
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High, as the Mountain Oak, or ſtately Pine, 
= Ocrtaps the prickly Thorn, or Ivy-claſping Vine, 

But not alone from Ffiory ſomething ſay'd 

Shews what it was, and how their Sires behay'd-—» 
Let Roman Walls and Monuments declare, 
And what once were be known from Things that are. 
Ah ! had no Strife and Fury broke between, 
The Scors and Picrs triumphant ſtill had been, 
And modern Ages antient R 4T'HO ſeen ! 


Yet Hope remains=--as when the Mountain's Head 
With ſcowling Shadows all around is ſpread, 
Sudden the Lightning with a flaſhing Ray, 
Burſts thro the Darkneſs, and lets down the Day; 
So ruin'd EA HO ſhall regain Renown, 
By Royal Bounty of the Britiſh Crown. 
| The 
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Aud round the Royal-Oak devoutly cling - 


„ This (lays Tradition) ſhews a Bard will riſe, 


And to what King, but Bee, has Mrrcherr ſung: 


ENS 
The Time will come (a Tale Prophetic ſays) 
But, ab! how diſtant ! when a Sprig of Bays, 
From Reliques of a ſacred Wreath ſhall ſpring, 


The Royal-Oak will condeſcend t embrace | 
The gentle Sprig, and ſbield and ſhade the Place. 
* In future Time, where now another lies! | ; 
* His Lays will charm inexorable Fate, 4 
« And move a Monarch to reſtore the State 
» Of RAT HO. 
SIX E, 

| The Monarch art not Thou? 
And am not 7 the Bard, who humbly bow ? 
What modern Maſe, but mine, from ES 


[fprung ? 


* 
75 


Tho- 
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Tho? born of Blood, by long diſaſtrous Fate, 
Debarr'd the Glories of the vulgar Great; 
Vet this my Boaſt, my Birth-Place was a Doom, 
Where ſtood of old a Temple and a Tomb ! 
What ſtore of hallowed Bone and ſacred Clay 
Beneath my Bed and infant Cradle lay ! 

5 Deep in the Reliques took my Laurel Root, 
And o'er the Ruins did my Branches ſhoot, . 
Branches, that now with pious Duty greet 
The Royal-Oak, and bloom about his F cet ! 
Now, ſhall another Monarch be that Oak, 
Of which the Sage, with Soul illumin'd, ſpoke ? 
Forbid it, Heay'n, that any Prince beſide 
To RAT HO ſhould reſtore its priſtine Pride. 
Leaye not, O gracious Sire, ſo great a Thing, | 
So Vaſt a Glory, to a future King. | 
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Be it, my Maſter, be it only thine, 
At Mircuets's Suit, to make his R 47 HO ſhine, 


When ALEXANDER, in Atchievements great, 
Had 15500 alike the Theban Pow'r and State; 
Entering the Town, he bad his Soldiers ſpare ; 

« For Pinpar's ſacred dwelling Place was there! 
And, for the ſake of SorHocizs's Muſe 
ATHENS obtain'd the Conqueror's Excuſe ! 
Thus SYRAcus x, ſo long defended, loſt, 

The brave MARCELLUS charg'd his Roman Hoft, 
Not to revenge the Nation's Blood and Strife 
« On yenerable ARCHIMEDE'S Life ! Y | 
So, when ULYsSEs round his Vengeance ſpread, 
And all who wrong'd their abſent Lord lay dead; 
When evn Li6pzs, Prieft and Augur, fell, 


— — — 


— — — 


SN 
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Paz MIVUsS, the ſweet, the Heav n- inſtructed Bard, 
Alone was, for his ſacred Virtues, ſpar'd ! 


Such Inſtances let others boaſt and praiſe— 
My Leige will do more Honour to my Lays ; 
Not barely ſaye the Place where I was born, 
But with ſuperior Pow'r and Grace adorn. 

"Tis done —Behold, th ideal Muſe can ſee 
A City built by GEORG E's great Decree ! 
What Domes and Tow'rs their lofty Summits rear ! 
How 'Temples ſhine, and crowded Courts appear! 
Diſtin in Rows, where- e er my Eyes I turn, 


= Columns amidſt a Blaze of Glory burn! 


What ample Gates ! and how, with airy Mounds, 
A Strength of Wall the guarded City bounds ! | 


Old 
T 


Old RAME afreſn forſakes his oozy Bed, 
Again, envigour d, lifts his azure Head ! 
See, from his Urn, he pours the ſilver Stream, 
Again the Poets and the Lover's Theme ON 
Bridges and Boats for Pleaſure crown the Scene, 


And ne er was RATHO known fo ſweet and clean! 


> 


'Thus when of SALEM ſage Coca OP 
| That its new Temple ſhould exceed the old, 
Tas done for Fred's Bounty gave it more 


Nlagnifcence, than eier it had before! 


How glorious W of Fortune ſhows, ; 
| And how to Me ſhe pays the Debt ſhe owes ! 
To Me what noble Proofs of Love are rais'd, 
Not fond of Flatr ry, nor with Praiſe unpleas'd ? 
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For, Io! rich Honours now the Hue adorn, 
Where I, the deſtin'd Sprig of Bays, was born ! 
A pompous Palace riſes in its Place, 

The Pride of RATHO, and Britannia's Grace ! 
Wich Statues, Sculptures, Pictures finely dreſt, 
= And my ſage Bu/to looking o'er the reſt !- 

4 Nor PRIOR to Himſelf, nor ROTTERDAME | 


Wh ERASMUS, rear'd ſuch Monuments of Fame ! 


: But yonder, where the R AM E-STO NE ſtood 
L The ſecond GEORGE on Horſeback, all if Sala | 
. | Prodigious Sight! nor boaſtful Roux, nor GREECE, | 
f Cou'd ever ſhew ſo beautiful a Piece! 

| ; Nor cou'd their famous Progeny afford 

; | A braver Hero and a better Lord / 

F For all the various Attributes of F ame, 

Wh Collefted, thine compleat in GEO RGE's Name. 
= Vor. I : 1 CR: - "Yo * 
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Makes righteous Laws, Himſelf the firſt tobey | 
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Ve guardian Genii of the Good and Great, 
Unwearied round the Royal Perſon wait. 
Your ſacred Aid the God-like Monarchs own, 
Wo nn beibrc they mount 4 Thaoni: 
Zou he reveres, as We his dread Command; 
O! crown his Reign, as he preſerves the Land, 
Perſiſts the Pattern of Imperial Sway, ; 
Faſt by his Throne, whilſt faireſt Fame reſides, 
Let Peace and Wealth inceſſant roll their Tides. 
And late, O! late, and but by flow Decays, 
Unknown to Pain, may he-conclude his Days; 
To the dark Grave retiring, as to Reſt; 5 


Bleſſing his People, and in Bleſſing bleſt! 


Be 


3 
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Be this my Morning and my Evening-Pray'r, 
My Life's true Pleaſure and devoted Care, 
Ambitious to reſemble my great Patron, STAIR, 
A Soul by Principles of Honour lcd ; 

To Truth, to Liberty, and Virtue, bred ! 
True to his King, his Gountry, and his Word ! 
No mercenary, cringing, cunning, Lord! 
Conſgous of his uncommon Worth and Parts; 
But ſcorting mean, ſiniſter, ſordid Arts! 
Whether with honeſt Place and Penſion crown'd, 


Ever the fame difiritereſted Mind! 
The finiſtyd Gref, Slicer, Patriot, join'd f 
Abroad, at Home, by all the Juſt, confeſt 

In Peace and Var the ableſt and the beſt! 


O 2 — Long 
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Long may my Liege find Servants ſuch as Hie. 
Their Aim his Glory, more than Fayour, be! 
His Annals ſung by nobler Bards than Me * 


O! how I long to hail the happy Day, 
When Majeſiy its Glory ſhall diſplay 
In CALEDONTA's antient Realm again ! 
A pious Wiſh ! And may it not prove vain! 
When ſhall EDIN 4, as in Times of old, 
Receive her King? O! when ſhall $GOTF behold 
A Royal Progreſs thro! their Native Land, 
And gazing Crowds grow loyal as they ſtand? 
Methinks, like his great Ancsſfors inſpir d, 
The Second GEORGE complies to what's deſir d 
I Triumphe Countrymen and Friends, 
The King a Viſit to the North intends ! 


Prepare 
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Prepare the Way - ur gracious King will come 


| As CONST.ANTINE in Triumph to his ROME," 


When eager Subjects on his Chariot hung, 


And the proud Scene with I Pen rung! 


With equal Joy, may duteous Subjects meet 
Our glorious Liege, and his Proceſſion greet ; 

Let every Tongue with Tranſport ſound his Praiſe, 
And every Eye, as on an Angel, gaze, ' 

Who, like a GOD, in Glory deigns to moye 
The publick Wonder, and the publ ick Loye ! 


O! it, from this important Ara, Peace 


Might ſtand confirm'd, and Faction ever ceaſe | 


But howſoe'er a Nebel Re behave, 
Open, ye Gates of R AT. HO, to receive 
The Britiſh King, your Patron ever dear! 
Let grateful Gladneſs in each Face appear 
O 3 Meet 


158 POEMS 
Meet him, conducted by your noble ad, 
( Proud to be led, as LAWDERDALE to lead) 
Ye Habitants renown'd, both great and ſmall, 
Let Loyalty and Zove into you all, 

To hail the Hand, from whence your Rleſſing 
And praiſe the beſt of all the Beivifo Fs 
A King, who takes no Luſtre from a Throne, 


But, by his Virtues, dignifies his Crown ! 


Ye generous Bards of AlL BION's froſty North, 
Too little known, tho” not the leaſt in Worth, 
Awake, awake---a Theme, like This, might warm 
The coldeſt Breaſt, and brighteſt Fancy charm, 
Let diſtant Ages in your Numbers view 
'The firſt of Monarchs and of Poets too. 

Wick faithful Care diſcharge your glorious Truſt 


O ſing great GEORGE, and faye ** 1 N 
4 
Let 


* 
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Let Inſpiration leave me and my Lays, 

When I turn filent in my Sov'reigy's Praiſe. 
From my right Hand and founding Lyre depart | 
Poetic Cunning, winu I moye my Heart, 

O RAT HO, darling Native Seat, from Thee, 


Like SALEM ſweet, or EDEN bleſt, to Me / 


But ſhou'd reluctant Fate ſuſpend the Bliſs 
Of ſuch a lovely, ſacred 9 as 751 
Shou d Second GEORGE his Royal Ear refuſe, 
And ſcorn the gentle Courtſhip of the Muſẽ-— 
Have Prophecies and Legends all prov'd vain, 
Or Bards pronoune'd in an ambiguous Strain 
If neither B&uns wick be the deftin'd Oak, 
Nor I the Bays, of whom the Sages ſpoke 


0a _ 
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This ſolemn Purpoſe in my Soul I fix, 

And ſwear by RAE, a River dread as ST 1X, 
RA H, like TuEBEs, ſhall riſe again in Fame, 
And, with Amenion, MIT CHELL find a Name ! 


Poets of GoD's Omnipotence partake ! | - 5 
From nothing we can Worlds of Wonder make Z 
Sure to ſurvive, when Time ſhall whelm in Duſt 
The Arch, the Marble, and the mimick Buſt ! * 
Let others riſe by Labours not their oαον. 
Out of my/elf be ſtruck my bright Renown ! 
Yet rather 0 with my Life, my Praiſe, 
Than R A THO ſhine not in immortal Lays. ve 
Dearer than Fame be ſtill my Country's Good, EEE ” 
And for its Glory cheap eſteem'd my Blood; _ 
In the true BRI T o N ſunk the S:holar”'s Boaſt, 


And the proud Poet, in the Patriot loſt. 


To 
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ke their Moſt Excellent 

MAJESTIES 
THE HUMBLE 

ADDRESS and PETITION 


| OF THE 7 
Water- drinking POE TS of Great- Britain. 


. 


In BR OBDINGNAGGIAN VERSE. 


| Preſented at Kenſington, by Mr. MITCHELL. 


25. HEREAS, in late King GEORGE's Reign, 

5 it wis our Face to miſe mh: 

Both Place and Penſion, (but, we own, 
it was no Fault of his; ) : 

| And 
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And when -our Benchars Dopincrton, 
| and Concave, Ticks, Youxs, 
PHILIP „ and PO E, beneath their Vine 
and Fig Trees, ſat and ſung; 
We (clever Fellows too ! ) were oft 
oblig'd, alas! of courſe, 
To drink weak WATER, or to dine 
with Humenszty, which was worſe ! 
But WIEREASs, Now, your Majeſtics' 
Acceſſion pleaſes All, | 
And every Thing to every One 
aright is like to fall : 
Permit us humbly, in the Crowd, 
to make you this Addreſs, 
(Tho' written in a Style below 75 
the Spirit of Tornzss) 28 


To 
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To welcome you with all our Hearts - : 
: unto your rightfal Throne, 
And wiſh all Health and Happineſs 
you! lengthen'd Years may ecxown n: | 
And, by the by, to Bre and Pray | 
your Majeſties may pleaſe, 
In your great Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Grace, 
to ſet our Lives at Eaſe ; 
For, certes, if you ſhould not tun 
our WATER 1 Wins, 
We ſhan't have Spirit left to fing, 
of GEORGE and CARQLINE ! 
Now, would it not, in fuch a Reign, 
be deem'd a diſmal Caſe, 
Should Folks, ſo good as We, wait ſtill, 
when wox/e are put in Place? 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, twould vex us in our Graves, 
ſhou'd any Blame be laid, 
On our Account, upon a King 
and Queen, to whom we pray d: 
Who knows but Bards and Criticks might, 
in future Times, make bold 
To cenſure oor: moſt gracious Reign, 
as we the Reigns of old? 
Then may it pleaſe your Majeſties, 
to fall on Ways and Means, 
T' enable Us to fix your Fame, 
in our immortal Strains 
And your PETITIONERS will live, 
delighted, all our Days, 
And, as in Duty bound, conyert 
our humble Pray'r to Praiſe. 


An 
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An ANSWER. 


Ngenious Water-drinking Bards, 
I k your LIS OE approyes your Wit, 
But muſt excuſe himſelf from granting 
what wou'd not be fit 3 
For, firſt, the Treaſury would be broke, 
ere each of you were bleſt, 
And, next, you'd grow as dull, as 'Thoſe 


already on the LIS r. 


* 


AN 


ANACREONTIC 


10 THE 


Ricnr HonourasrLe 

Phe li 7 Earl of ee 
T HE 
Bri MAE CENAS: 
ON HIS 

MAT ESTY's Acceſſion to the Tunonx. 
— HESTER FIELD, theF riend of Arts! 
S | C © i Noble Peer of noble Parts / 
— To thy Kindred Poets dear ! 
Honour d with the Royal Ear . 


Would'ſt 
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| Would'ſt thou ſpread thy growing Fame, 
And deſerve a deathleſß Name ? 

Deign, O deign to introduce, 

To His Majeſty the Muſe - 

Bleſs, O bleſs the Sacred Nine, 

With the Smiles of CAROZINE. 


Long, alas! in former Reigns, 
Poets ſung in ſervile Chaing--- | 
Ever 3 tho' Belt 
Still negefFed, yet approvd ! | 
Shall their Fate unalter'd bes 
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Now they bend to GEORGE and Thee / 


M ot cENAS'#how!' AUOUS TUS AE, 


Hence Doſpuir The Day is come, 


Treaſur d long in Time's: dark Wonib, 


When, 
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When, no more to Merit blind, 


FoRTUNE turns the Muſes Friend; 
And the tuneful Tribes behold = 
Golden Years, like thoſe of old 

By the Patriarch Wits proclaim'd, 
Ever in their Annals fam'd! 


GENIUS lifts again his Head | 
From the Depths, where he lay dead! 
Greek and Roman Virtue, loſt, 

Is become Britannia's Boaſt ! 

Publick Spirit, new-1ndpir'd, 

Prompts Us on to Decds defir'd ! 

FAME, with Bays and Zawrels crown'd, 
Flyes and ſpreads Deſert around ! 

Arts and Artiſts nobly thrive ! 

Credit, Trade, and Stocks reyiye ! 


1 
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See, with yellow Plenty dreſt, 

Hills and Vales are fully bleſt: 

Careful Merchants plough the Seas, 
And their Magazines increaſe ! 
Foreign Jurs and Diſcerds fail, 
Britiſh Cas AR holding Scale / 
Civil Rage and Faction pine, 

Struck by Charms of CAROLINE ! 
For their Reign, and for their Nears, 

Let our Temples eccho Prayers - 

Let the Britiſh Sires and Dames 

Teach their Children Royal Names - 

While, on Wings of Raptures new, 


Bards no vulgar Aim purſue ; 


Vor. II. P hes But 


— — 


— £252 en iroenerrooean men — —— 


Ss 
But the deathleſs Actions trace 

Of our Godlike Royal Race, 

From the BRUCE to BRUNSwIck down, 


In a Strain before unknown ! 


Me let Art and Nature quit, 


When I dull and filent ſit; 
When I ceaſe to {weep the Lyre, 


Which Heroic Ads inſpire : I 
Happy, cou'd my Loyal Muje 
Merit CHESTERFIELD's Excuſe ; 
Happier, cou'd my ſacred Lays 
Blazon 7 hine and Gr orce's Praiſe. 
Secoud CHARLES and BUCKINGHAM 
Shou'd but Second Honours claim! 
WILLIAM and his MONTAGUE 


Only ſhou'd be next to To. 
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Picture of H Y M E N, 


0 R 


Matrimony Ala mode. 


2 Pou'd you all your Art diſcoyer ? 
(To a Painter ſaid a Lover) 


| LOS) Draw me HYMEN with the Graces, 
Charming Figures! lovely Faces 
Lively! raviſhing ! divine! 
All that's exquiſitely fine ! 
— But, remember what 1 ſay, 

As it merits I will pay. | 


P 2 Home 


\ 


„„ 


— 


Home th' ingenious Painter hies, 


And his utmoſt Talent tries; 


Ovid o*er and o'er peruſes ; 
Takes Advice of all the Muſes; 
All the Maſters of Deffgning, 
And of Colours dark and ſhining ; 


Statuaries new and old, 
Famous for the Soft or Bold ; 5 
In a Word, from Death and Life, 


HBorrows with a generous Strife: 


\ i 


So Apelles form'd his Piece, 


Out of all the Charms in Greece. 


On the Lover's Wedding-Night, 
(When Ideas of Delight 


Were exalted to their Hei ght; 


— 


ad 
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Finiſh'd HYMEN was preſented===- 


How it look d! and what it wanted! 


« Lord, Sir, (fays the fond Bridegroom) 3 


« Who wou'd give this Picture Room? 

« Where's the Gaiety of Air? 

& Je ne ſeai quoi, debonair ? 

More than Venus and Apon1s? 

« Piece, that parallel'd by none is? 

“Take your Daubing back again, 

„“ Or Five Pounds, and don't complain. 
Painter was a Man of Wit ! 

More than for mere Buſineſs fit! 


Scem'd to be with Sorrow mov'd; 


What the Lover ſpake approv'd ; 


But, withal, begg'd leave to ſay, 
* HYMEN merits better Pay, 6 
« And will pleaſe another Day ! 1 


F-3 « For, 


— — hae — 
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& For, Sir, in a few Months Space, 
£ Charms will riſe upon that Face, 


&« And ſuch Life inſpire theſe Eyes, 
« As will Cen your ſelf ſurprize. 
« Twill FRIES in different View ; 
« Time improves whate'er I do. 

« 'Tis my Manner, Sir, I own; 


6 And I'm famous for it grown. 


— 


« Say you ſo? (reply'd the Lover) 
« But that I may Truth diſcover, 
6 Keep it by you, till you find 
C HyMen alter'd to your Mind. 


ce I'm not urgent to be paid, 
& Nor in Doubt, (the Painter ſaid) 
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« But 'twill ripen to your Taſte | 'P 
« Ere your Honey-Moon is paſt. 


Long the Pii#ure had not lain 
Ere the Husband ſent again, 
curious to behold a Change 
So incredible and ſtrange. 


Back *twas brought: © Here's nothing wanting; 
« Sir, you've brought another Painting 
« Gods, what Eyes and Lips are there ! 
* Graceful Attitude and Air. 
“Charms unnumber'd, and divine ! 
« Beauty exquiſitely fine? 
This is H YMEN.---Painter, ſay, 


„What's the Value? Here's your Pay. 


P 4 If 


276 NOE M S 
"0 If the Picbure has a F ault, oh 1 
6 ?Tis too raviſhingly wrought. 
----Laughing then, the Painter ſwore, 
Twas the ſame he brought before. 


Change may be, Sir, in your Caſe, 


« HYMEN is the Thing he was. 
Fancy is the Lover's Cheat! 


Wou'd ye prove the Pudding? Eat. 


VERSES 
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To the MEMORY of 
JOHN CLARK, Eſq; 


[deſtroy'd 
His Countay: s Honour, and his Pa- 
[rents Pride? 
Ungratefil News! I mourn his early 
Fate! 
But Bleſſings ne'er are permanent, as great! 


Fain would 1 praiſe, fain make his Vertues known, 
By every Tongue commended, but his own. 
A Funeral Gift to my lov'd CLARK I owe ; 


This unayailing Gift, at leaſt, I may beſtow. 


Theſe 


= 8 . no more ? Has Death ſo ſoon 


: 
| 
' 
. 
N 
/ 
: 
' 
| 
: 
' 
i 
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Th eſe Eyes have ſeen the Wonders of his Vouth, 
And I ſing freely, what I ſing with Truth. 


CLARK was my own; his Soul alike inſpir'd ; 
Tho' learn'd, not vain; and humble, tho' admir'd; 
Candid in judging, and, in Life, ſincere : 

To all Men pliant, to himſelf ſeyere : 


Bold were his Thoughts, yet Reaſon bore the Sway; 
Cheerful his Looks, but innocently gay; 
Of gentle Manners, and a virtuous Mind ; 

In whom all Sorts of uſeful Knowledge join'd ; 
To whom old Greece and Rome were fully known; 
Who made all Countries, in his Courſe, his own. 


——— 


By flow Degrees, ſome travel up to Fame, 
And, on the Verge of Life, acquire a Name : 


In him a happy Prodigy was ſeen, 


Mature in Glory, when in Years but green. 
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O may the Thought his Friend's Ambition raiſe | 


O may I imitate, as well as praile ! 


Had he buthy'd to ripen more, in Lears- 
But Worth, like his, diſcover'd, diſappears. 
He, like an Angel, a ſhort Viſit made, 
And, as we gaz'd, evaniſh'd to a Shade. 
Thus, in the Theatre, with yaſt Delight, | 
On Gods and Heroes, we regale our Sight. 


The Change of Scenes freſh Wonders brings to view, 


And each Machine preſents ſome Glory new : 
But, while we look, fleet, from our raviſh'd Eyes 
The dear Deluſion, in a Moment, flies. 


My Soul, prophetick, long foreſaw his Fate: 
# Dear CLARK, ſaid I, (as once we fondly fat) 


. « You're 


— — —„—„ 2 —— — EAI INGO — OA A504) 
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« You're but ſhort-liv'd, the Viſion of a Day, 

« Juſt to be ſhewn on Earth, and ſnatch'd away; 

« But cou'dſtthou break thro? Fate's ſevere Decree, 

C A new Buchanan wou'd ariſe in Thee. 

He, conſcious, ſmil'd, and charg'd my faithful. 
Noe 5 [Muſe, 

Whene er I ſhou'd receive th' unwelcome News, 

“ To ſtrew, with Heaps of Elegiac Verſe, 

« The ſad Proceſſion of his early Hearſe. 

On this Condition, ſudden, I rejoyn'd, 

« That, if my Breath ſhall ſooner be reſign'd, 

4 Your friendly Muſe ſhall condeſcend to mourn 

« And ſanctify, with Tears, your Mrrcnsr's Urn. 

Agreed, he faid----But, ah! *twas his to die! 

He, firſt, ws fit to reaſcend the Sky. 

Dear Youth, farewel---and, till the Judgment Day, 


Bleft be thy Soul, and ſacred be thy Clay. 


And, 
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And, O, the Meanneſs of my Verſe excuſe; 
"Tis all the Dictate of a ſorrowing Muſe. 

Yet this one further Character I have, 

To mark the Marble Covering of your Grave: 

„ Young CLARx lies here, who was his Country's 


3 * ” 
* Admir'd, when living, and ador d, when loſt. 


OF 


— - — ͤ—— _ 
- - —_ _—_— 
= 


— n 
Seigniora CUZ ZONTs 
VOICE and FACE. 


K 
WA S long a Paradox to me, 
That Muſick dwells in Diſcords moſt : 


I But; now Cuzz ox1's Face I ſee, 
And hear her voice, my Wonder's loſt. 
u. 
To her ſuch Qualities are given, 
As ſerve, at once, to charm, and fright ! 
Let her but Sing, we riſe to Heay'n ! 
But ſhew her Face, we're damn'd outright !_ 


III. So 
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III. 

So have I known, with ſweeteſt Sound, 
An old, worn, Lute affect the Ears: 
Its Looks might Harmony confound ! 

Its Notes work Envy, in the Spheres ! 


IV. 
The Face, which others coyet firſt, 
And call their Pride, is leaſt of Hers ! 
The Tongue, that us'd to be the worſt 
Of Women-kind, ſhe moſt prefers ! | 
V. 
Her melting Notes, thro' liſt' ning Ears, 
To Extaſy tranſport che Soul : 


But he, who looks, as well as hears, 
Submits to 'Terror's harſh Controul. 


FL 
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VI. | 
1 thought indeed ſhe was, at Sight, 
Of Lacifer's Apoſtate Train; SN: 
But, tho* fall'n low from ſuch an Height, 


Did yet her. Angel Voice retain. 


VIL 
| Here wou'd I dote, where I to chuſe 
A Wife by th' Ear, and not the Eye: 
Who wou' d not ſuch a Hag refuſe ? 
Who wou'd not for ſuch Muſick die? 
VIII. 
While me has Tongue, and I have Eyes, 
I ne'er ſhall know my Peace of Mind: 


Ye Powers, who know my Scorn, my Sighs, 


Or nicks her dumb, or ſtrike me blind. 
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2 


Seigniora Cuzzoni. 


IIS) HOU, at whoſe Birth, :commenc'd a 
1 = [puzzling Caſe 
Between thy ſtill-cofitending Voice and 
. 1 
How ſhall I do thy warring Virtues 
: | 3 __ [Right? 

What can Tfay, to ſer then fair in Eight? 


This, everlaſting Ugliteſs maintains, 
And Harniony, in That, triumphafit reigns: 


SUL 


J Vo II. Q | We 
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We book, and, lo ! Deformity prevails : 


WE hear, wi all is ſx et as Zephyr's Gates: 

But when, at once, we J gen and we gare, 

Th' unnatural Diſcord ſtrikes us with Amaze. 
Now This, now That, appears with greateſt Force, 
Rapture and Torment take their Turn of Courſe. 
Our Senſe and Souls, divided, fly the F ield, 


Uncertain whether Face, or Voice, ſhould Yield. 


What art thou ? Devil! or r Angel! c can'ſt thon 
Whether thou'rt Native born of Heay' n, or ir Hel 
Or didft thou to th unnatural Embrace 
of het'rogeneous Parents owe thy Caſe ? 

Thou ſeem'ſt Hermophrodite of a new Kind, 
Procreate betwixt a Body and a Mind. 
Thy Face declares a Satyr was thy Sire, 

Thy Voice claims Kindred to th· angelic Choir. 


This 
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T his might peryert Sir PETER King, the Juſt, 
And N Sire n of inſatiate Laſt. Tf 


Hence, Monſſer, hence I- no, the Britons pray 


Thou'lt take 'Two T houſand Pounds a Year, and 
(ſtay . 


To charm their Senſe, and FINE their Crows away! 


— — — N = > . 


—— — 


8 1 85 TY, Pray lend me your Ears, 


I ms how a * was bit. 
Let Men of the Law 
An Inference. draw, 
And learn from. + Ballad ſome Wit. | 


To Weſtminſter-Hall, 
Where Wranglers caball, 
And  Godlineſs ſeldom is Gain; 
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One Day 3 a Peaſant 
With Eggs of a Phealane, 
In Manner moſt ſimple and plain. 
3 
A Sergeant at Law, 
'Kenown's for kid Maw, 
| And exquiſite Guſto in F ceding, 
Soon eyeing the Eggs, 
The Rate of em begs, 
No Trick of a Countryman dreading, 
| 10 
Without making Words, 
The Price he afford, 


And Home with the Cargo hies Then. 


Half dreſs d up outright, 
He eat with Delight, 
And half he ſet under a Hen, 
"5 


229 


V. But 


830 +*PrOSEiMS: 
But, mark, in Concluſion, 
The Serjeant's Confuſion, 
When, ſtead of the delicate Fowls, 
Out broke from the Shell 
(As true as I tell) 


A Brood of moſt ominous Owls. 


N 
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1 


LADY, playing with a 
Clouded FA x. 


E HE fatal Sword, which Man PEAS Few | 


- T > | [barr'd, 
WY Flam'd, as it turn'd, the 1 of Life 8 
o guard - 


But from your Fan, thick Clouds of Smioak ariſe, 
To hide the Flame of your deſtructive Eyes. 
As 7. hat was, by a beauteous Cherub, held, 

A beauteous Cherub ſpreads This clouded Shield. 
Almoſt for the ſame Ends they both were giv'n, 


The Sword to fence from * the Fan from 
. | [Heav'n. 


a4 1 0 


TO A 
Pyrating POET: 


E grant, the Strains, that you rehearſe, 


\ 


| Are all Original, and New 
The Ancients peep'd into your Verſe, 


And ſtolę teloniouſly from you. 


E 
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2 N ancient Times, when Hoaet was 
+ 220% [renown' d, 
+ I 3 And Kings and Bards, with due Res- 
r ¶ſpect, were N br. 


COOLS By Heayen's Dire ion, Solonun, t 

A Temple rear d, the *. of Mens os 
Long fair it ſtood, and worthy of the God, 
Whoſe ſolemn Preſence faniify'd th* Abode. 
But Time and War, thoſe Inſtruments of Fate, 


At length, in Ruins, laid the Fewiſh State. 


| Expos'd 
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Expos'd to all the Inſults of the Foe, 

Sad ſrael now laments 1 inveterate Woe, 
But mark the Tum of providential Care * 
Bright Beams of Joy diſpel the dark Deſpair. 
Cyrus, the Great, the Generous, and the Good ' 
From Tyranny reliey'd the groaning Crowd, 
And built a ſecond Temple in the Place, 


Where IſraeÞ's Glory ſhone, and ſuffer'd fore Diſ- 
1 55 


Joyous the eus beheld this noble Pile, 
Which Pagan Powers preſum'd not to defile. 
But hoary Sages, who the firſt had ſcen, 


Wept, as they gaz'd---RefleQtion cut them keen. 
No happy Chance cou'd cruſh the Thought accurſt, 
* The ſecond Temple was not like the firſt. 


OS, boaſt not thy recaver d Health, 


50 latter ers pring, and poor Remains of Wealth 
Arbuthmor, 


on ſeveral Occafions. 236 
Arbuthnot, Mead, and Sandilands, in vain, 
Hay try'd to make Thee what thou wert again. 
We, who beheld Thee, in thy Pride of Charms, 
Haye loft Deſire to reyel in thy Arms. | | 
Howe'er thowrt flatter'd, patch'd, and dreſt, and 


TEN Inurs d, 
« Thy Second Temple is not like thy Firſt. | 


 STLIYTA's MO AN. 


S SYLVIA in a Foreſt lay, 


To yent her Woe, alone, 


==) Her Swain, SYLYANDER, came that Way, 
EY, 


« Ah! Is my Love (ſhe Sid) to you 

So worthleſs and fo = 

Why is your wonted F ondneſs, now, 
«« Conyerted to Diſdain ? 


3. 9 £ 8: de 
- « IL You 
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1 
0 You yow'd, the Pay fhowd'Darkneſs turn, 
« Ere you'd exchange- your Love: 
„ In Shades, may, now, Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 
III. 
« Was it for this; IT Credit gave, 
* To ev'ry Oath you ſwore? 
„ But, ah! find: they moſt deceive, 
cc Who-moſt preten®to adore. 
Iv. 


—— . woe o—nctmere 


is plain; your Drift was. all Decet, 
< The Practice of Mankind! 
Alas! I ſee it but too late! 
My Love had made me blind 


V. „ What 


_ „„ K ——ů ——˖ĩ 
— — : _ 
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| 3 
What Cauſe, Syloander, have I giv n 
« For Cruelty, ſo great? 7 
« Yes-— for your Sake, I flighted Heay'n, | 
« And hugg'd you into Hate. 
— VI. 

“For you, delighted, I cou'd die; 
* But, ch! with Gricf I'm fill'd: 
% To think that credulous, conſtant I, 
7 Shou'd, by your Scorn, be kill'd. 

| VII. 


* But what avail my ſad Complaints 


While you my Caſe neglect! 
c My walling inward Sorrow yents, 
Without the wiſh'd Effect. 


This faid--- all breathleſs, fick, and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand; 
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| She found her vital Spirits fail, 
A de © RG 5 F 


we 


SYLVANDER, then, began to melt 


But, ere the Word was given, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her Soul to Heay'n. 
5 : 
8 


CORY DON. 


co RYDON's Complaint. 


85 Love-Sick Corvp ox beſide 


4. 


A murmuring Riylet lay, 


4 


Thus plain d he his CosMELIA's pride, 
And, plaining, dy'd away. 
. 
« Fair Stream: ( ie fuld) vhene er you' pour 
Tour Treaſate, in the Shi 
0 Sca-N ymphs tell what I endure ; | 
« Perhaps they'll pity me ! 


II. „ And, 
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_ | 

« And, ſitting on the cliffy Rocks, 

«In melting Songs, expreſs 25 
« (While as they comb their golden 1 

« To Tray'llers my Diſtreſs. 

III. 

« Say, CORYDON, an honeſt Swain! 

« The fair Coil lows, A 
« While ſhe, with undeſery'd Diſdain, 

His conſtant Torture proy'd. 

= 3 

. Ne'er Shepherd lov'd a Shepherdeſs | 
0 More faichfully than He. | 
© © Nor Shepherd yet regarded leſi 
« Of Shepherdeſs cou'd be. 


vol. II. R | V. How 


MW ” 
« How oft to Vallies, and to Hills, 
« Did He, alas ! complain ! 

« How oft re-echo'd they his Ulis, 
« And Grand to ſhare his Pain ! 
\. 
= How oft, on Banks of ſtately Trees, 
708 Aud on the tufted Greens, | 


E Ingrav'd He Tales of his Diſeaſe, 


« And what his Soul ſuſtains ! 
VII. 
« Yet fruitleſs all his Sorrows prov'd, 
And fruitleſs all his Art! 
« She ſcorn'd the more, the more he loy'd, 
« And broke, at laſt, his Heart. 
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F A 


* „ ** * 


From the FRENCH. 


— — — — 


en Monkey, a malignant Creature ! 
15835 TS: 
2 Whoſe Age improv'd his wicked Na- 
47 2 5 | ture! 
And Being, to the Arms of Death. 
But long he had not lodg'd in Hell, 
(The Company he lik d not well) 
R A2 Tin 


— . —— ng, 
— 


Till Pluto was addrefs'd by Pray'r, 


| The gloomy God good-humour'd was, 


The Monkey ſhook his ghoſtly Head, 


An Aſs's Body was all one, 


I thank your Godſhip---You, with Eaſe, 


444 P O EMS 
To ſend him back to native Air. 


And thought to make him Sul an Aſs : 
A Puniſhment eſteem'd moſt fit, 
For former Tricks of wicked Wit. 


And ſaid, He'd rather een be dead. 


As if he ſhow'd inform a Stone. 
PLvuTo, at laſt, well pleas'd to ſee 
His Tricks, to win his Liberty, 
Conſented, ſmiling, that he ſhou'd 
Take any other Shape he wou'd. 


« Can make me Parrot, if you pleaſe : 


44 For, 


1 
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« For, in that Likeneſs, I've a Plan, 2% 
« How I may prate, and talk, like Man. 

« I acted like him once, and then 

« PII try to rival him again. 

Twas done And, now a Parrot made, 

He mimick d every Thing was faid : 

He chatter d on, from Morn to Night, 1 
And yielded wonderful Delight: 

A certain Woman, old, and grey, 

Came to the Market Place, one Day 4 

And was ſo taken with the Bird, 

It ſpoke ſo like her, every Word, | 
That ſoon ſhe bought it, Cage and all, 5 


' 
| 
1 
| 
N 
: 
| 
' 


And hung it up in her large Hall, 
Nobly it far'd--- And, in requital 
Of the old Dotard's dainty Victual, 


M-3- NN 1 


Were far more ncedful, than her Cloaths E 
| And it was all her Care and Grief, 


— 
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It play d a Thouſand Gambols, more 
'Than Parrots us'd to play before ; 


Exempli Gratia, mov'd its Head, 
In antick Manner---Clamour made 


With its new Bill---and odd Grimace 


With Wings and Claws : In ſhort it was 


A Monkey, in a Parrot's Caſe. 


Tranſported with the Bird, the Woman 


Wou'd be at Home whole Days for no Man. 
But every Hour, with Admiration, 

Beheld that Pride of the Creation. 

Her Spectacles, upon her Noſe, 


That Age had made her Ears ſo deaf; 

For Poli deliver'd many a Speech, 

That neyer cou'd her Hearing reach. 

5 | R 
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At length, by too mink Fondneſs, loſt, 
Our Parrot now began to boaſt, 5 
Grow noiſy, troubleſome, and madd 
And drank, alas ! ſome Liquor bad, | 
By which it dy'd---So down went. Poll 
With new Petitions for his Soul. 
Pluto, obſerving, ſaid, I will 
At length this noiſy Spirit Kill, 
By making it inform a Fjſh,---- 
This ſuited not our Ana Wiſh ! 
So, playing ſome new Tricks again, 
The God reſoly'd to caſe its Pain, 
And let it &en become a Man. 
vet fearing he ſhou'd give Offence, 
Reſoly'd it ſhou'd a Fool commence. 


SS; So 
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So in the Body of a Beau, 

A talking, tedious, empty Show! 

To Lying, Laughing, Bragging, us'd, 
Was now the wandering Soul infus'd. 
HERMES, a God n wiſe, 
Diſcover d him in this Diſguiſe, | 


« And art thou there (he, ſmiling, Laid) 
Thou ſenſeleſs, fling, uſeleſs, Shade, 

« Of 8 and of 8 made? 

« Wert thou of Words, and Geſtures, Wige . 
4 How nobly wou'dft thou ftand equipt? 

% Wou'dit thou not wholly be wamang's, | 
If what thou doft 100 underſtand | 

« Were taken from Thee? For by Rote 

1s all thy ignorant Knowledge got! 


® 4 


02 4 | 
no | OW « Gods! 
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« Gods ! What a Man a Monkey makes ! 

1 from him, one his Anticks takes? 

© And yet how many Men there be, 

In whom we nought, but Monkey, ſee? 

« A faſhionable Coat, and a... 

« And Words, and Geſtures, all his Care; 

« Among the Vulgar, make an Aſs 

tt For a moſt pretty Fellow paſs | 


—— — — — 


—— — 


| Afar d, thy Servant is ſteddy 


That other Beauties diſproving, 


Eave Kindred and Friends, ſweet Lady, 
| Leave Kindred, and F riends, for _ 


To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The Gifts of Nature, and F ortune, 
May fly, by Chance, as they. came ! 
They are Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, 
But Virtue is ever the ſame. 
_—. 
Altho* my Fancy were roving, 


Thy Charms ſo heay'nly appear, 


I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear. 
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And, ſhou'd Life's Sorrows embitter 

The Pleaſure e promiſe our Loves, 
To ſhare them, together, is fitter, 
Than moan, aſunder, like Doves. 

| III. 

Oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 

To graſp my Love in my Arms ! 
By Thee, to be graſp'd ! and kiffed ! 

And live on thy Heayen of Charms ! 
Id laugh at Fortune's Caprices, 

Shou'd F ortune capricious prove : 
Tho Death ſhou'd tear me to Pieces, 
I'd die a Martyr to Love. 


A N 
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ON 
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Mr 2 — ming be, Jul 14. 


J. 


gang H E. os is come—Ye eren Few, 


T 
5 


r invites, 


To 8 of Love be true, 


Nor bound the Tide of your Delights. 


II. Hence, 
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II. 
Hence, gloomy Thought, and anxious Care ! 
Be huſh, black Scandal, Strife, and Noiſe! 
May the dear Youth's ſucceeding Year 
Be uſher'd in, with lucky Joys. 
: ur 
With Pomp unuſual, God of Light, 
Go on, to grace th auſpicious Hours; } 
Nor ſhroud thy Beams in ſable Night, 
Till Wine has made Elyzium Ours. 
— = 
Boy, fill the Bowl---The Bowl alone 
Can give a Sanction to the Day: 
We need no other ſacred Stone | 
To mark the Time, and make us gay. 


” 4 
; 8 who peculiar Intereſt boaſt | N . 
Devote, at once, my Muſe and Heart: 


My Soul in , is loſt, 
And his is grown the better Part. 
uy ; "OD 


O may his Mind and Fame improve, 
Till hoary Honours grace his Head! 
May Merit, now, procure him Love; 
| And cteraize. his Memory, dead. 
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1 


Sic RICHARD STEELE; | 


On the ſucceſsful Repreſentation of his 
excellent Co MEDUY, calld, The 
CONSCIOUS LOVERS. 


855 N ancient Tien befires Nn 

Or Preaching, was, at ROME and Arrrns, 
KEI Virtue and: A, on 7 heatres, * bred, 

And Peoph follow'd, as the Poets led. 

Theſe publiſt d nothing, but what Heay'n inſpir d, 

| And all their Dictates were, by Thoſe, admir d. 


Heroes, 


— * I” 


For ſeveral Ages, and, in every Land, 412 
i The Muſe has drudg d, beneath a Tyrant's Hand ; | 


And all the Drama tum'd into a Crime. 


'The tuneful 'Tribe, condemn'd to mean Regard, 


Heroes, whoſe Bravery bought immortal Fame, 
Were deem'd a Second, and leſs facred Name. | 


But Vice crept in, as Prieſteraft got the Sway, 
Down fell the Sage, and Poet went aſtray, 


Old Sterling Wit been chang'd for mungrel Rhime, 


Juſt Rules and Morals barter for Reward. 
And ſo debauch'd the general Tafte appears, 


T hat all is damn'd, that native Beauty wears, 


To mend the Manners of the madding Age, 
And model new the Conduct of the stage, 
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For vulgar Genji, is a Task too high; 

A Task, that claims approv 4 Anthority ! 
Tis yours, O STEELE, in conſcious Virtue bold, 
To ſhow the Drama, as it was of old; 

To pleaſe the Eye; and practiſe on the Heart; 
With Force of Reaſon, and the Flowers of Art! 
Be this the Praiſe of your laſt, loy'd, Eſſay, = 
Where Wit and Honour all their Charms —_—_ 
8 2 he Stage is conquer'd to its firſt Intent, 
Labour is Ggyp, and Pleaſure innocent. 

What 9 ON, now, will reckon Virtue dull P 
Shall Morals more to ſleep the Hearer Jull ? 

No longs, Fops, make Ridicule of Truth, 

Nor bluſh to grow politely ſage, in Youth, 

By BE viL's Conduct regulate your Life, 

And make good Senſe the Faſhionable Strife. 


Vo | Ks + 5. f | And, 


And, ye, ſow'r Criticks, to our Poet bow, N | 
And bind the Laurel, on his faced Prone; 
In all he writes, ſuperior Worth confeſs; 
: Detraction cannot make his Glory leſs. 
The worthy Sage, whoſe publick Spirit long 
Has ſtood Director of our Taſte and Song; 
Whoſe generous Labours, yet unrival'd, frame 


Our Kyle and Manners, for his Country's Fame, 


— 


He will, in Spite of Envy, ever riſe, 
Reloy'd of M, but Thoſe, whom All deſpiſe. 
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VERSES 
0 N T HE 

DEAT H of Mr. S—— 
Addreſs d to his Friends. | 


Omnium 
Verſatur Urna—— Hor, 


E was my Friend--- I lov'd, and loſt, 
H [him too 
> And ſhall not I lament, as much as you? 
by With Sighs and Tears you ſanctify his 
[Hearſe ; 
To Sighs and Tears I ſuperadd my Verſe, 
And, ſure, if Spirits from their Fleſh ſet free, 
Know what 1s done on Earth, his Soul will fee 
And mark the Sorrows, which diſtinguiſh me. 
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„ ' 
4 * 


To pay Him all my Love, and pay it ſo 
As honeſt Debtors ſhou'd whate er my owe, 


* * 


Were to write Elegy with nobler Strain, 


Than I, or Bards more Kilful, can maintain. 


Much might | be ſaid, did Grief but wear a Face 


Of Woe ; or were my Muſe but Common-Place: 
But Worth, like his, wou'd be debas'd by Art, 
And Eloquencc diſplay an untouch'd Heart 1 


id 


Yet who, that knew his Character and Life, 


Allows not that my S deteſted Strife, 


F alſhood and F olly? And adorn'd his Youth 
With manly Honour, Honeſty, and Truth ? 
Where was ſedate, unruffled Temper ſhown, 


On all Occaſions, perfect as his own ? 


3 
8 
ft 
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When ſhall bs foo aMan fo young, ſo ftay'd? 
Or where the ſocial Virtues more diſplay'd ? * : 
To others candid, conſtant to his Friend. 
In cenſuring flow, unwilling to offend * 
Humble and modeſt, kind, obliging, juſt, 
Beloy'd of all, and faithful to his Truſt? 
Who, that obſery'd his Air, his Words, and Ways, 
Will ſay my Muſe beſtows a borrow'd Praiſe ? 


But tho? his Virtues many Friends have made, 
Who lov'd him Win and lament him dead, 
What boots it now? One lawleſs Stream of Blood, 
With Force revulſive, barr'd the vitd Flood ; 
Swell'd o'er the Heart ; and, in the fatal Strife, 


Bore him at once from all the World and Life, 


i How 
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How various are the Arms of ſubtle Death? 


What certain Means to ſtop precarious Breath ? 


'The reſtleſs Foe in Paths unheeded treads, 
And flow Diſeaſe and fierce Affliction ſpreads, 
Thro Sea and Land, in Peace and War, we go, 
And Reſt and Action try t' elude the Blow. 

In vain we hope to ſhun th' imperious Pow'r, 


Or bribe Him to ſuſpend the deſtin d Hour. 


Mortals, be wiſe, and, ere it proves too late, 


Wake from your Pleaſures, and prepare for Fate: 


— is no more! the very Thought affrights, 
Hangs o'er my Hopes, and clouds my —_— 
Strong as he was, and healthy as the beſt, 


How ſoon he fell! to hungry Worms a Gueſt! 
Vet 
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Yet He, from Vices and from F ollies free, 


Had more to plead, and leſs to fear than we. 


We may a while enjoy the tranſient Light 


With him, alas! tis ever, ever Night! 
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* F 5 >4 That durſt, in Tragic Scenes, your Sex 
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Twas Paticide, Town, on any Grou nd, 
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With impious Satire, Female Fame to wound. 


=. Who dares deny your Sex the better Birth ? 


— nn terre t ˙ à—A erent nec 


: For you of Man were made, as Man of Earth. 


— — 


When you were form d Creation firſt had reſt! 
5 „ A Sign, th' Almighty chought your Make the beſt 
8 5 Of all his Labours Beaſt ſhou'd Homage & 
To Sov'reign Man : but Man ſhould bend to Jo 
Worſbip is every Womav's rightful Due. 
If 
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If we Garvey your outward Frame, how fair! | 
How ſoft ! how glorious! what a Heav'n is There?” 5 
Nor are our Souls more excellent than yours? £ | 
Sul; know no Sexes! boaſt their common bow 
Have we more Kyowledge ? No, it cannot be; 
27 firſt were knowing / firſt attack d the Trer ? 
And, ſure, the Miſe, the Pious, and the Song, 
Muſt own the Conqueſts of your Eyes, and D 2 
Let but a Lip, a Hand, diſpute the Field 


* 


What $0ick ſtands unmov' d? what Cynick does not 
| [yield 2? 
No more, AURELIA, ſhall my Muſe rebel; 

No more deny your Sex does moſt excell. 

What Hand peut a Hag for VENus | paints? 

And who, but Atheiſts, rail againſt the Saints? 

What Fools are Men in Pedigree of Names, 8 

To chuſe the Father's, while the Mother's _—_ 
The 
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Wou'd fix our Atraldry, and make out Generation 
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Meet in your Mind, and ſhine unſullied There. 
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The firſt Regard? Hers is more honour d Blood, 
(good. 


Happy the Swain, whoſe Paſſion you ſhall crown; 
Who, join'd to you, may call the Sex his own, 
For, ſure, the whole Perfections of the Fair 


/ / 
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EW A 


GENTLEMAN Who was charm'd with 


OPHEL TA's Perſon. 


COLO LD; Is true, fhe's fair and | lovely to the 


2 


, [ view=-- | 
152 E 125 What more cou'd rival Art and Na- 
I 444 & [ture do? 


d by her 
[Charms, 


& I wonder not, you're conquer 
And covet my Elyſium in her Arms 
But did you ſee her Beauties with my Tow 
Were but your Love like mine, with what 3 
What warm Deſires you'd gaze away your — 


And think the World well loſt to have her Yours. 
| | Fancy, 
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Fancy, my Friend, in Love Affairs Prevails: 4 


Beanties are made by i it, when Nature fails. 
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The Fair looks fairer, that our Fancy ſtrikes, 
And Charms o'er ſpread the Uely, whom it likes. 


Were my OPHELIA hateful to the Sight, 
Approv'd by Fancy, ſhe'd be all Delight. 


But I nor to the Eye, nor F ancy, yield.— \ 
| Vitorious Vertues bear nie from the Field, 
Judgment and Reaſon, 88 of Life, 
Determin'd me to make OPHELIA Wife. 
They ſhew'd me firſt the Beautics of her Mind, 
Beauties! whoſe leaſt adds Grace to Womankind; 
Theſe, theſe, my Friend, are laſting as the Soul, 
That Time and Trouble neyer can controul : 


Tho' 
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Tho all her _ _ her Lillies, fade, 
Tho Fleſh decay, and and Life were tur d to Ms 
The noble, hidden, Riches wou'd endure, - 


Furniſh freſh Charms, and fix my Loye ſecure. 


. 
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* 


Had you, my Friend, a perſpective ſo clear, 
And cou'd 75 thus, ne my ies Fair, : 
How ſoon you' d quit the Proſpedt « of her * x 
And, with new Wonder, on her Vertues gaze! 
Vertues ! that wou'd conſtrain you to confeſs,.. 
That I had Cauſe to court this Happineſs ;_ 

And teach you Skill among her Sex to find 
An Object fair, made fairer by her Mind. 


. . ͤ Ä . 


2.0 


OPHELIA 


In Tears "Wh the Decay of her 
BEAUTIES. 


FE of Lovelineſß! forbear; 


rell me not thou'rt paſt thy Prime 
Tax not Nature, Fate, and Time--- 
Beauties, that did firſt ſubdue, 

Hold my Heart for eyer true. 

In Thee, {till I find the Charms 

That allur'd me to thy Arms. 
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Raptur'd ſtill I view thy Face, 
Stock'd with ey'ry Virgin Grace. 


Lively Sweetneſs ! temper'd' Fire! 


| Laſting Spring of chaſte Deſire ! 
In thine Eyes the very Flame ! 
Roſes on thy Cheek the ſame ? 
On thy Chin th' unſullied Snow 
Gentle Majeſty my Brow ! 
Freſh the Teeth ! and fie the Hair ! 
Lips, the lovely Twins they were ! 
Voice with heav'nly Muſick fraught ! 
Shape and Air without a F ault! 
; | Every Limb and every Feature 
Perfect, as thy Senſe and Nature 
Sprightly, generous, and free, 
A Juſt to All, and True to Me! 
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All my Wealth, and Paradiſe ! 
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ANSEHEN 
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MARIANA 
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Et 3 FRE ee. 


1 ith. 
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SET Why, on a Laden, turn d o wild, 
| So cruel, who was late ſo mild, 
So tender, gentle, loving, kind? 
. A! tell me, haſt thou chang'd thy Mind? 
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I fear, I fear, 'twas my own Fault, 


| That this Converſion in Thee wrought ! 


It was my Superſtition made 


Thee firſt a Goddeſs, of a Shade! 
My Fancy gave Thee all the Charms, 


Which now againft me riſe in Arms! 


So have I known a King oppreſs 


The Men, who ſav'd him from Diſtreſs 4 


So have J ſeen a Snake at Strife 


With him, who warm'd it into Life. 


But was't for this Return, my Fair, 


I form'd, of Cv e1p's Nets, thy Hair? 
For this, did I, to paint Thee gay, 
> Bring Whiteneſs from the milky Way ? 


From Eaſtern Spices Real the Scent, - 


And rob the Flow'rs, for Ornament? 


Plunder 
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Plunder the Stars, t' inſpire thy Eyes? | 
he Spheres, to tune thy Tongue and Voice? 
The Snowz to make thy Forehead ſhine? 
Love s Bows, to make thy Brows divine? 


vet, ſince I find my Life at ſtake, 
And I, that made thee, can unmake; 
| Since thus thou haſt thy Arms employ'd, 
[ And me, their Giver, nigh deſtroy d; 
| | Reſtore, reſtore them back again: 
Thy Cruelty has broke my Chain. | 
l fee thy natural Shape and Face, 
: | And bluſh to haye beſtow'd ſuch Gr ace. 


* My 


What Fool was I, that did create, ? 
And give Thee Power to ſpeak my Fate! 


How cruel 'Thou, and how ingrate ? , 


— — — — j—ĩ— . 
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rr 


Methinks thy Looks are leſs ſevere. 
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My Fancy owns its Errors now, 
And humbly does to Reaſon bow. 
No more, a Goddeſs, ſhalt thou rule; 


No more, a Slave, I'll play the Fool. 
Hence, fond Love, Deluſion hence, 
For I've regain'd my Self and Senſe. 
17 | 
Ha ! Mariana / what's become 
Of th' Arms, that cheaten ' d late my Doom? 
Where's now thy Pride? Thy Rigour, where? 
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No borrow'd Charms thy Face adorn; 
Thy Perſon I begin to fcorn, 
Aud at? the Tyrant, in my Turn. 
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Two QuzsTioNns anſwer'd by 
Two LAPDIEs at a Bar, 


Verſified. 


BAV, charming CHARLOTTE, (for there's 
of [not a Beau, 


( FP & 
al In this ſelect Aſſembly, but you know) 


— — 


| Have o you how of uncommon Fame? 

= © Not ſeen, but ſmelt, and that is much the ſame. 
ENCORE. 

| Dear Lvcy, fay, if I ſhould . fee, 

W By what ſure Token ſhall I know 'tis He? 5 

14 Conſult your Smell (ſhe anſwer'd) for the Noſe 


1 Can beſt diſcern Him, in a Crowd of Beaus. 
| FT... T O 


Mr. T H 2 M SO N, 


The 9 of 


WINTER 


[EN 5 = H E N, from the Schools of famous Pain- 
2 [ters brought, 
A Picture, at prodigious Price, is _ 


And hung in ſome great Virtuoſo's Hall, 


The Talk, the Wonder, and the Praiſe of All! 


Crowds flock to ſee it, and tranſported ſtand 
In ſilent Rey'rence of the Maſter's Hand: 
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The Sight receives new Pleaſure, as they gaze, 


4 And ev'ry Image ſwells the Soul's Amaze z 


Raviſh'd Reflection naked Nature views, 
And fixes all the Traces it purſues. 


Nor is the Reader's Satisfaction leſs, 
From juſt Deſcriptions, in Poetic Dreſs: 
They dwell with Pleaſure on the conſcious Mind, 
And animate the dulleſt of Mankind. 


What Praiſe, my Friend, 3 not then to 
[Thee 2 
How venerable ought thy Muſe to be? _ 
A Muſe ! that ſets thy Objects full in View, 


And leads our Thoughts to wiſe Reflections too. 


Who reads this Work calls M inter back again, 
And views its bleak, uncomfortable, Reign; 


4-4 Its 
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Its dreary Scenes, and Forces ſtrong and fierce, 
All realiz'd in thy deſcriptive Verſe! ; 
Sees how th' Almighty his Artillery forms! 
And opes his cloudy Magazine of Storms ! 
How broad and thick deſcend the Sheets of Snow, 
And whiten Hills, and Woods, and Vales below ! 
How Streams diſſolve the Fleeces, as they fall, 
The circling Seas alone abſorbing all. !. 

| How Winds are ſtill'd, and Skies are lull'd aſleep! 


How they embroil the Air, and hurricane theDeep! 


MNethinks, alone in my Mauſcum pent, 
I, by thy Verſe, the Seaſon repreſent 
Here, Hail thick batt'ring! There, rais'd Rivers 
Now, civil Wars rage loud from Pole to * 
Again, tis calm ! now, Earth, difguis'd, is ſeen 
One ſnowy Waſte ! the Sea, an icy Green ! 

- The 
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The Streams, unbound, and broke inCakes, again 
Tumble, tremendous to the troubled Main ! 
And, nor the Ships, late chain'd in ſolid Waves, 
' Defying Storms, each boiſtrous Billow braves: 
By Hurricanes, they re daſh'd againſt the Shore, 
Or, wheln'd, by dre adful Surges, riſe no more! 
Sudden, a lovely Dreſs adorns the Vear 


The Hills and Plains new-ſpangled Glories wear! 
Gay Pearls and Rubies deck the prickly Thorn! 


And Fens and Marſhes ſhine with glaſſy Corn! 
The Groves, glaz'd over, glitter in the Sun ! | 
The nene Hares from rattling Stubble run ! 
The frighted Birds the brittle Babes fly ! 
And crackling Shrubs the hungry Herds Gopply! ! 
The Stag, in Ice, its cryſtal'd Front admires ! 


And Clowns crowd cloſe around carouzing Fires! 


Social, 
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Social, and juſt, and innocent chey ſit, 
And Honeſty atones for want of Wit; 
While the lewd Letcher wallows, like the Swine, 
And Drunkards drown their ſober Senſe in Wine. 
But, now, the Winds thro' hazy Skies, in haſte 
Break horrible, and ſhake the dazzling Waſte ; 
Sudden, impetuous, pours the treaſur d Rain, 


Melts down the hoary Hills, and mires the de- 
Hage Plain. 


The Traveller, wet and weary on the 
Drags his Riff Limbs, and ſecks a dry Abode. 


Prodigious Pow'r of Poetry to vam 
Or chill, the Blood compoſe it, or alarm ! 
To ſet the World and Nature's Works in Light! 
And moralize their various Scenes aright ! 


THOMSON, 


Tnons ox, if, with ſuch Energy and Eaſe, __ 
Thou ſing ' ſt, proceed / thou can'ſt not fail to pleaſe, 
Nor ſtoop to Rhime--a Mule, ſo ſtrong and bold, 
By ſeryile Fetters, ſcorns to be controul'd. 

I groet ty Genius well, invite Thee forth, 
And firſt preſent to publick View thy Worth, 

| 1 propheſy'd of Thee; nor bluſh to own 

The Joy I feel, in making THOMSON kad,” 
Thy firſt Attempts, to me, a Promiſe made: 
That Promiſe is, by this Performance, paid. 

If ſuch Perfection crowns thy Muſe fo ſoon, 
What Virtues will not glorify her Noon? 


Sunday E PISI I. E 


To 


CREW O FFLY, Eſq; 


ON THE 


Lamented Wies of his LADY. 


— N 
— ok A 


E 1 poem urges febilibus modis 
Sponſam ademptam : nec tibi veſpero 
8 decedunt Amores, 

Nec rapidum fugiente Solem. 


2 wes 
Tandem Duerelarum — — 
Omnes eodem E22 —— Ho x. 


N S OrtLY widow'd ? Mourns the Muſes 
2 Friend? 
n And ſhall no ſympathizing Poet ſend 


The Tribute of Condolence ? -May not I, 
With pious Sorrow, and a weeping Eye, 


Amidſt 


+» IE 
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Amidſt Proſaic Crowds of Mourners preſs, 
To ſhew my Senſe of Or x1y's great Diſtreſs ? 
In ſuch a Cauſe, officious let me be : 


Forbid me not to grieye==- for tis with Thee. 


Yet, not to increaſe thy Suff'ring, and thy Woe, 
My artleſs Elgiac Numbers flow. 

— That were to turn my Piety to din, 

And, like * Jos's F riends, th · Afflicted's Cenſure win. 
Nor wou'd I bid Thee give thy Sorrows o'er, 
And ceaſe to mind ſo loy'd a Conſort more. 
---Not to lament the Loſs of one, ſo good, 

So young, ſo fair, were barbarous and rude. 

The Beſt of Friends, and Mothers too the Thought 
Makes Virtue ſtagger, and ey'n Reaſon nought. - 


, . 


Jos complains of his Friends in theſs Words, « Ye are miſcrable 
* Comforters unto, me, and Phyſicians of no Value.“ | 


Nature, 
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_ Nature, in ſpite of Philoſophic Rules, 


Unmans the Brave, and proves the wiſeſt Fools, 


All, undiſtinguiſt'd, in Diſtreſs, complain: 
Humanity wou'd ſeem untouch'd, in vain. | 
Who, that are wretched, can, unconſcious, live? 
And 7ake the Counſel they, untroubled, ! 7 
Sorrow, like Love, for Reaſon waxes ſtrong, 
And tyrannizes, where it reigns too long. 


OrxLy, thy Loſs demands a nat'ral Grief; 
But bars Thee not from Comfort and Relief. 
Immod'rate Sorrow may thy Life conſume : 


But not revoke inexorable Doom, 


Nor bring thy deſtin'd Charmer from the Tomb, 
_ _ if Souls 4a what's done 


bs Ss Apa > =o 


And 
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| And Tear muſt break, unwelcome, on her Reſt, 
And rob her of the Heav'n ſhe's now. poſſeſt. 
Let Thoſe, whoſe Love and Faith were doubted, 
Belicf, by Shews of Sorrow, which they he 
You, whoſe whole Life, in ey ry Act, is crown'd, 
| Are acl to ſuperſtitious Cuſtom bound. 

Rather, a 2 now, of Wiſdom prove 
| The Pattern; as, a Huband late, of Love. 
B todulgent Heay'n has bleſs'd your Marriage Bed, 
Nor, with your Conſort, is your Comfort fled. 
$ Þchold the Pledges of your mutual Joys! 
| Delighted, trace their Mother in her Boys « 
With wiſe Submiſſion, wait the Soy'reign Will, 
Improye good Fortune, and endure your ill. 


And, Thou, lamented, ſacred, Duſt, remain 
| Untroubled, till thy Beauties ſpring again : 
; | Soft 
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Soft be thy Sleep, till the laſt Morn appears 
And, ye, her lov'd Relations, dry your Tears, 
And make that Uſe of her mourn'd Funeral, 

As of a Cryſtal, broken by a Fall, 

Whoſe ſeveral Pieces, gather'd up, and ſet, 
May leſſer Mirrors for her Sex beget. 
There let Them view Themſelves, until they ſee 
What End of all their Glories ſoon will be, 

And wiſh they had ſuch Qualities, as ſhe. 


Time flies apace, and Life is full of Woes, 
A Torch puft out by ey'ry Wind that blows! 
Matter for Sighs we find with our firſt Breath, 
And but draw Air to render back to Death. 
The Lucky may enjoy ſhort-liy'd * 
But Grief is Man's Hereditary * | 


Hence 
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Hence the old Thracian Sages us'd to mourn 
When Children were, with Cries and Torment, born: 
But, at their Death, beliey'd them truly bleſt, 
Becauſe the Fates had laid them then to reſt; 


Or T, ere long we, too, muſt Trophies fall 
To that victorious Conqueror of A? 
But ſhall we fay the Victor's not our F nend, 
. That, with our Lives, put Sorrows to an End? 
Truſt me, the Spring that trickles from out Eyes 
Is natural but, as we die, it dries. 
one friendly Stroke will wipe away our Tears 
And prove that all our Miſ'ry flows from F ears; 


On ſeeing a 


[Sand, 
S Th eternal Curſe of hat Sabin Land! 


The wandering, weary, breathleſs Tra- 
[veller goes, 
Nor where to meet with wiſh'd Refreſhment knows; 


Till, ſudden, riſing, in his dubious Way, 
A cooling Stream, whoſe clear Meanders play 


2 nat Sunburnt Banks, and brighten up the Day, 
Sweetly 
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Sweetly ſurpriz'd, to find a Bleſſing plac'd, 
In that forlorn, inhoſpitable, Waſte, 
Proſtrate, he lays his Lifeleſs Limbs fi upine, 
And, grateful to its Origin Divine, 
Luxuriant feaſts, and calls the Water Wine. 
—, long diſtreſ d to find 
Our Native Scotia to the Muſe les; 


So I, dear D- 


Pain'd to ſurvey ſuch Multitudes of Men, 

Without the Compaſs of Apollo's Ken; 

At each Diſcovery of a Bard I make, 

The utmoſt Pleaſure, Life can yield, partake. 
With the old Eure Sage, I with Mankind | | 
Were Prophets all---to Poetry inclin'd ; 

For Id not hure them Prieſts, of a Profaic Mind. | 


How great, how welcome, was my late Surp riſe 
When your Eſſays ſaluted firſt my Eyes? 
U 2 | How 
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How bleſt to meet, where Poets are ſo few, 

A Kindred Mind ! a ſecond D—— too! 

Be this thy Praiſe 3 for I can praiſe no more : 

AD——— is, at leaſt, worth half a Score. 

O may you, like the firſt immortal Name, 

Break thro' hard Fate, ani raiſe an equal Fame; 

While 1, who, ſingly, long have ſerv'd the Muſe, 

In that Poetic Province moſt refule ; - 

Proud of your Friendſhip, ſtudious of your Aid, 

Record, with double Zeal, the Dictates of the 

(iid 

Oft, as I forwatd dart a curious Eye 

| Into the Depths of dark Futurity, 

With fond Delight, 1 comprehend the Time 
When Scotia's Sons ſhall riſe in deathleſs Rhime; 
When Phœbus, who affords it longeſt Days, 
Shall crown us too with everlaſting Bays. 


J ke, 


2 


* 
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I ſee, Prophetic, ' Crowds of Bards inf} pir'd, 
Their Country's Glory ! by the World aims 1 
No more a Poet riſing now and then, %Y 
As in dull Realms where Natare grudges Men; 
But new Buchanans every where abound, 

And Caledonia rival holy Ground. 

Again our Thule ſhall Diſtinction boaſt, | 

And Bards, uk Sail ſhine brighter by the Froſt. 


Aſſiſt, dear Vouth, in this great Cauſe of Wit, 
And high among your Country's Patriots fit. 
Produce the Fires, that in your Boſom dwell : 


; | You need but write, to fhew you can excel, 


EA 


V 


TO PI B: 


Right Honourable - i 


Who ſaid, I was rude to Him. 


| sr as a Dog, with fond Careſles, 
a ] 2; His eager Fawnings, frequent Kiſſes, 


ROLES 


It, every Day, in F riendſhip proves : 
For I no more can paſs a Day 
Without your Company, than TRA 
His Gambols can forbear to play. =, 
Now, when, by ſuch a Simile, 

I ſtate the Caſe *twixt you and me, 


Bedirteth moſt the Man he loves; 


/ 


You 
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ou cannot call me ſawcy Rogue, 


Since you're the Man, and I the Dog. 


"=P 


Still act the Man, in your Behaviour ; 


And on me, laviſh out your Fayour ! 


Tho” I, poor Dog / perhaps uncivil ! 


Decorum ſpoil, and play the Devil. 


V4 


VERSES 


V E R 8 E 8 


ON A 


Friend's MARRIAGE. 


$44 £35k 
E20k 


7 

= : 
+ T F Was bold as 1 or drunk as Bac- 
3 


2 78 225 Who, firſt, an Oar or Sculler ply d, 
And forc'd his Wealth, thro' Wind and Tide. 


Britannia's 8 Fames yclypt, 
Who Peace and Puns religious kept, 
Pronounc'd him holder ſtill, who durft 
Venture to cat an Oy/ter firſt. 


c 
A cer- 
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A certain Sage, and Friend of mine, 
(For all his Gown, and Air, divine) 
Declares the Man out-brav*d by no Man, 
Who beds a luſty, rampant, Woman. 
Nor is it his peculiar Creed 
St. Paul firſt put it in his Head. 
Were I'to mention my Opinion, 
I'd prove my ſelf the Doctor's Minion, vide 
And frankly own my good Friend -:? 
Bolder than any Rake, that able; 
Foraſmuch=as a Chipy' or Boggiiz -Þ 17 1246 ff 
May put an End to Rover's Jokes: 
But he, (which you will call a hard Caſe) 
In Marriage yentur'd twice his Carcaſe 
Firſt, while unripe aud 8 Age, 
A wanton Widow did engage; 


And, having worn out half his Mettle, 
And known what 'tis to Wive and ſettle, 
. Had Courage to defy his Doom, | | 
In the Arms of one, of Virgin Bloom. 
Hlerculean Labours both, you'll ſay, Sir! 
Yet he's alive unto this Day, Sir! 
Mayſt thou, 0 VENUS, Queen of Love! 
Propitious to thy Champion prove ; 
And his Atchievements, long renown'd, | 
With Offspring fair, and braye, be crown'd ; 
An Offipring worthy of their Birth, 
Worthy their N ame, and native Earth! 


Tv 
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I Right Honourable Grumbletonian. 


1s HiLo M, a Fox, a- croſs a cryſtal Stream 


be $4.4 


$22 Wes Was ſwimming, and, when to the Bank 

© $44 S 
I & [ he came, 
Found it too ſteep and ſlippery to aſcend. 


ne climb'd, he leap'd, but could not gain his End: 
For this the whole Misfortune of his Life--- 

| For, labouring thus with uneffectual Strife, 
Behold a hideous Form of bloody F lies, 
Settling, attack'd and ſtung his Ears and Eyes. 


An 


An Hedg-hog, ſtanding near the fatal Place, 
Obſery'd and. pity” d Reynard's doleful Caſe. 

| « Brother, if I not help you out with Eaſe, | 
= At leaſt | theſe inſects that moleſt od 3 
6 Shall by ſome Ways and Means of mine retire-., 
I thank you, Sir, tis 0 than I require. 
Let my good Neighbours, quarter'd here, alone | 
Their Bellies fill'd, they'll Volunteer be gone; 
But, were they driven by Violence away, 
Another ene, more terrible than they, 
Wou'd take their Places, with an Onſet rude, 
And drain my Body of each Drop of Blood, 


Thus, when the SAMIANS held a cloſe Debate, 
And wou'd depoſe their Miniſter of Stare, 
Sage Æs or ſpoke, (as ARISTOTLE ſays) 
And ſay'd the mighty WE of thoſe Days, 

« Ye 
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6 Ye Men of SAM os, like the Fox, be wiſe, 
« Who us'd no > Violence to the bloody Flies. 
« Your Demagogue for Avarice is try d 
© That He's prodigious rich is not deny d. 
« Now, think, when he has got ſufficient Store, 
| He'll have no Need to plunder you for more. 
« But, if ye ſhou'd condemn the Man to die, 
| & Some needy Perſon will of courſe ſupply 
“His envied Place; and, in his Turn, create, 


| « By Ways and Means, another ſuch Eſtate: 


0 P—— this important Fable weigh, 
Apply the Moral, and impartial ſay, 
bod yet be -s Friend, ſo you might ſqueeze 


Our Remainder of Property, with Eaſe. 


| 
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we 


Then Gratis ſerye, and keep their Places ftill, 


But the inſtructed Britons, cautious grown, 
Will truſt no craving Candidates unknown. 
Our preſent Flies will ſoon have ſuckt their Fill, 


2 9) 


E PIT A) PB 


kor the Tou of a MIS E R, who bilk'd 
his Relations for the the of building 
an HOS PIT AI. 


6 2 OP, Paſſenger but ſhed no Tear 
F 1 9 A Miſer's Corps is buried here, 

1 Who bilk'd his F riends, and pinch'd himſelf, 

: To heap for Strangers Sums of Pelf. 5 

; He hop'd a Piety, ſo odd, © 5 : . 

> Wou'd recommend his Soul to God, 

ö And make the Name, that ſtunk alive, 

; For ever ſavoury ſurviye. 

5 To fay he's damn'd were not ſo fit: 

b But who thinks not the Biter bit? 


cATHo- 
0 
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CATHOLICK BR ASS; 


OR, THE 


Power of ImMruptxcet: 


A 


2 H 12 Pow'r, O brazen mo 
* ſing: 
My Muſe, audacious; ſtretch a ſtedy 
8 [Wing, 
Io topmoſt Point of tow'ring Fame 
[aſpire, 
As bold PxomtTrEvs rap'd the heay'nly Fire. 


I feel, I feel the Cathulick Virtue riſe ! 
I dare, I ſoar above incumbent Skies 


Fs With 
1 | 
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With Forchead proud, I ſcale the bleſt Abodes, 
And ruſh, * midſt immortal Gods! 
Lo! at Fove's Table, I preſume to ſit, 
And claim, unbluſhing, the Reward of Wit ! 
Round with the Ne&ar, ye cogenial Powers, 
i only live--- for Happinefs is ours. 
9 Thus high exalted o'er the vulgar Throng, 
I challenge great Apolle's ſelf, in Song ! 
Thou Hz . MEs, God of Eloquence and Lays, 
Reſign thy bold Pretenſions to the Bays. 
A Superior Virtues claim the foremoſt Place, 


| And I bear ſtrong Credentials in my Face. | 


Hence, ye prophane, ye modeſt, baſhful, Fools, | 
Ye Soul-leſs Sinners, ty d to civil Rules.— 
Glory and Fortune were not made for you ! ! 


Ill are they reliſh'd, by an a abje& Crew. 
yo 1. II. N Grovel 
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Grovel on Earth, from which your Bcings came, 


*Tis Catholick Braſs, that makes its Way to Fame. 


"0 Godlike Energy, that crowns Mankind ! 
In which, alone, we Inſpiration find ! 

By whoſe ſole Influence, Men appear divine 
What lordly Crowds, beneath thy Banners ſhine? 
How ſhall I praiſe thy Uſefulneſs, and Worth ? 


Inyigorate me, to ſhew thy Virtues forth. 


| Rude was the World, till brave Ambition ſprung, 
And Impudence inſpir'd the talking Tongue. 
Men dully loll'd in Ignorance and Eaſe, 


And ſought Contentment in unactive Peace. 
All were alike diſtinguiſh'd in the Crowd, 
And inborn Merit mop'd beneath a Clpud. 


| N ; "Tg "But 
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But, when they learnt Affurance to aſpire, 
Their frozen Spirits felt enliycning Fire. 
Sudden each daring Genius forward preſt, 
And ſtrove to ſhine conſpicuous Oer the Reſt. 
Then Arts and Sciences began their Shine ! 
Thou, Braſs, waſt their Original Divine. 


Zealots of humble; ſneaking, ſheepiſh, Thought! 
. Awake, and view the Wonders it has wrought, 
What Miracles in Human Life are ſhown, 

That owe their Birth to Impudence Ache 

The hurt, the Camp, the Church, the Bar, ſurvey, 
And mark, in each, the Powerful and the Gay; 
Think how they fir to high Preferment roſs, 
What fig made ſtrutting Zbroes, Biſhops, Beaus? 
What Plates, Penſions, Titles, and Renown, 
Beneath auſpicious Impudence have grown? 

2 R 2 | How 
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How have its Heirs from humbleſt Stations ſprung 


And to the Top of Fortune's Grandeur clung ? 
Braſs, Catholick Braſs, the fair Diſtinctions gave, 
Poliſh'd the Clown, and ſpirited the Brave. 


What glorious Actions are, by Braſs, inſpir'd? 
Ye Sons of Mars, what elſe your Conduct fir d 
What made the deathleſs ALEXANDER great? 
And what thy Conqueſts, Cz/ar, ſo compleat? | 
Thou, CRoMwEII, thou its Excellency know'f 
Thy ſtrange Succeſs to Impudence thou owt! 
And what, O Perſian Rebel, now ſupports = 
Thy daring Soul, and awes the neighbouring Coum i 1 


Turn we our Eyes amid the reaſoning Herd, | 
For ſage Orations thro the World reyer'd, 
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Say, To what Source ſhall we their Virtues ogy : 
Braſ#d were alike their Genius, Pen, and Face F: | | 
To Braſs the great DEMoOSTHENES we owe! _. 


From Braſs did Turix's pow'rful Rhetorick flow? 


What moving Sermons from the Pulpit drop? 


W What Folio's fill the Bibliopola's Shop ? 


Alike inſpir'd--- twas Braſs, that ſent 'em forth, 


PFoſſeſt, or not, with true intrinfick Worth. 


= Sage AUSTIN, ORIGEN, AQUINAS, Scot, 


i To Braſs, the modern HAMMOND, EACHARD, MEAD, 
y f BuaNeT, and BENTLEY, owe their being read. 

: Thou, ATTERBURY, thou SACHEVERELL, know'ſt 

How much to holy Impudence thou ow'ſt. 

Twas that, which gave your Schemes and Conduts 


i (Birth, 
] And ſtock d with rev rend n half the Earth. 


R 3 But, 
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In his egregious Conduff, Face, and Mind, 


Can be with HznLey's Virtues once compar'd ! 
Nor thine, O Cox I, of infamous Renown, 


And Ladies, lock'd up from the Sight of Sun. 


> 0 bleſt HIBERNIA! Source of dear Delights! 


Jio POEMS 
But, if a perfeiF CharaFer there be, 
Conſider HE NLE V, and confeſs tis He! 


Antient and Modern Tmpudence are join'd ! 
Not thine, O KEvBER, brazen-fronted Bard, 


The Bane and Scandal of the credulous Town 


From Perſonages ſolemn, let us paſs, f 
And view what Service Love has had of Braſs. : 
Coquets, and Prudes, by That, have oft been won, 


When Sighs, and Prayers, and conquering . 1 
The Arts of pow'rful Impudence prevail. . 


Whoſe Sons are arm'd, for fierce habe 
Fights 
Moe 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 311 
Survey the Churt.- But, Maſe, thy Labour f| pare 

A Mopksr Man i is deem'd a Monſter there / 

As in a Market, There tis bought and ſold, 

And Braſs meets: Braſs, as Gods met Gods, of old. 

The Stateſinas, Soldier, Lawyer, Prieſt, and Whore, 

Alike thy. Aid, O Inpudence, implare. 

All joſtle in the Crowd, and forward preſs, 

And factious Parties this one Aim confeſs. 


Gods! how n looks the Man, who 
Puſh home, and ſhew the Talents, that he — 
How a convenient Stock deludes the Wile, 

And makes em look on Fools with friendly Eyes! l 
How Men, are rec kon 4 he's, who nothing know /! 
& How: want of Senſe is veil'd by pompous Show! 

9 A very Bankrupt, by the Aid of Braſs, 
Preſerves his Credit, and is ſure to paſs. 


R 4 
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O had II hr thought it worth my Care 


2 facrific'd my Time, my Senſe, and Song. 


A Fool may hope to be a Peer by Brafs ; 


Who wiſhes not, to have a moderate Share ? 


A Slave to daſtard Modeſty, too long, 


From Ae, young Men, your proper Intereſt leam; WW 
J write experienc'd, and the World forewarn. ©. b 
Go boldly on, nor fpend dull Time in Thought; L 
Thinking, and Breeding, now, avail but nought! 
Wou'd you be Wiſe, Great, Rich, and reckond ſo? 
Be Impudent, no better Means I know. 


And every Day the Cock cloaths the 4/5. 


Man's great Concern in Living, is, to live, 


(Ye Sous of LX VI, if I err, forgive) 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 313. 
And, to live well, tis Prudence to acquire N 
Whate'er contributes, to | promote us higbr. 
All human Souls ambitious are to r1/e, 


And Impudence bids faireſt for the Prize. | 


2 
* 
* * A 
io 
3 
gon 
* 
5 
7 a= 
2 
* 
. 
I 
3 
De 
9X 
* 
. 
- 
* 
F 
3s 
Wo * 
r 
= 
"EYE 
& 
=” 
of * 
Wy 
. 
8 
* 
iS 7 
. K. 2 
bs 
7 
3 
#3 "4% 
_— 
* 
1 
1 
By 5 
= 
WE: 
"1 
85 
" 
__ 
Ws - 
3K 
a 
We 
_ 
"8 
1 
= 
4 


* 
5 
. = 
8 
x * 
_— 
„ 


REV 


E 


— ee ee ee 


A 


A 


3 


PANEGYRICK 


Addreſs'd to 


Dr. 


7 Cztera; tion glorious Trifle ! how 


Shall I the Fame, thou well deſerv'ft, 

[ beſtow? 
In vain wou'd Art thy Excellency 
[raiſe, 


And Fancy's ſelf is non-plus'd in thy Praiſe. 


Yet will my Muſe attempt a daring Flight, . 
To ſhew my Zeal, tho' not deſcribe Thee right. 
Aid 
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W aid me, O Sw1r's ; and to the lateſt Times, 
W To your bright Genius facred be the Rhimes. 


Et Cztera, when had thy Being Birth? 
bor vert thou form'd before the finiſh'd. Earth? 
naaſt Thou a Maker? or, at Gop's firſt Word, 
Didſt thou not ſtart up, on thy own accord? 
Yes» for when Light, the firſt Day's. 12 
Thy Being flily to its Being clung. 

The Heay'ns and Earth, that juſt began to be, 
| Were all Et Cutera, and comin in Thee. 


Why then, ye Sages, is it boldly: ſaid, 

| That out of Nothing, every Thing ve made * 
Et Cætera a Non-ens do ye make? 

I ſay, with Reyerence, tis a dull -Miſtake ; 


For 
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F * all Things, in Et Ceterd's Boſom, lay, 
From the great Fir, unto the Final, Day. | 
Now, cou'd a Nothing Crowds of Something hold } | 
Without a Mine, can there be Yejns of Gold? 
Or, to ſpeak plainer to your common Senſe, 
(And then my Theſis will need no Defence) 
Did not your ſelves originally come, 

Each of you, from your proper Mother's Womb! 
And was that Womb no more than 1 Space? 
Ve ſec, learn'd Sirs, it is a puzzling Caſe! 
And ſo I leave it as 1 found it firſt; 
Determine ye whoſe Notion is the wort. 


J 


For Me, I'd rather to your Terms ſubmit, 


Than croſs my Muſe, for deep Diſputes unfit! | 
Take ye the Judgment, and give me the Wit. 
Hard Words, to which I've no Ideas got, 


Like Haſiy-Pudding, harbour in my Throat. 
Alike 
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L Alike, dull Food and Learning ſuit with Ne 
| ; My Stomach turns at all, that is not free. 


But to return, before I run too far, 

l b ( For Epiſodes a clear Connection marr, 

| And I ſhou'd be aſham'd, to have it ſaid; - 
3 A roving Muſe betrays a roving Head) 


My Task is next, on that Foundation Stone, 
d mean my foreſaid Problem) to go on, 

Þ 1nd fing how, of all mortal Beings, ve 

] Authors of Books oblig'd t' Et Cæteraà be. 


- 


And here, my Muſe, a ſpacious Field ſurvey? 
In ſpite of Rules, and Dennis ſelf, diſplay 

A Scene of Fancy, whimſical and gay JETS 

. ake Dedicators chiefly know the Debt 

Irbey owe Er Cetera, left they ſhou'd forget- 


How 
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Or Good, or Learr'd, or of a large Bflate: 
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How oft by It, important Word! with Eaſe, 
Do begging Seriblers find the Way to pleaſe? | 
When to a Lord, or honourable Knight, 


They mean (unknowing what is fit) to write 


If ignorant of his Honours ours, Titles, Places 


One right Et Citera can preſerye his Graces, 
Shou'd they not Virtues, in their Patrons, find; 
Or be they not, t' enumerate each, inclin'd, 
From Common=Place, an Author's needful Bank! 


Let them pick one Er Cetera fills the Blank. 


Then, by the Way, ye great Ones, learn to knoy 
How much ye to Er Czterd's Bounty owe. 
Entreat him kindly, when ye chance to read, 


And, when he means well, truſt him as your Cre: 


Believe, he lyes not, when he makes you Gra 


Not 
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L | Nor be unmindful to reward the Pen, 
That put him there, to make you famous Men. 


= But Authors, keen on Miſchief, and on Blood, 
1 Oft make Et Cætera quit a Cauſe, that's good, 
| To war on Satire's arid on Slander's Side 

A Alas! too oft its Force is thus apply'd ! | 

3 Reveals he Faults, or does he vent a curſe, 
Et Cetera can make it ten times worſe. 

| As for Example, * the other Day, 

3 You call d me Villain, Rogue, Et Cetera © 

IF I (to be ev'n) the Art of 'Slandering try'd, 


WWW * 
*r .. 
8 re Res red OE LF 17. 
5 . 


And, in your Face, ( You Knave, Et Cetera, ery d. 


4 Hence, 0 ye Mortals, learn a moral Uſe— 
1 Never Er Ceterd's 3 abuſe: 


He 
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Vour Buſineſs, Sirs, is ſo to /peak and do, 


5 
. 


And skreen the Ignoran ce of a Point in Hand 


20 OEMS 
He means no III but oft, alas betray'd ; 
He ſtands, where Samp/or's ſelf might be afraid; 
Another Moral does my Doctrine teach, 
To keep from an enrag'd Er Cztera's Reach. 
Is he, when Reaſon bids him reprehend, 
Or to be blam'd, or reckon d not a Friend ? 


8 
8 
”_ * 


That black Et Cætera's may not ſtrike at you; 


Say next, my Muſe, how uſeful is his Aid, 
Where Words are wanting, either to perſuade; 
Or reprobate, 8 or reprehend, 
Elude, confute, exaggerate, fend; 

O how he ſerves, to grace a Title Page / 
Commend the Sale! and Reader's Heart engage! 
"Tis truc, he's often fore'd, alas ! to ſtand, 


The 
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# The very Pulpit Buſineſs for him finds : 

: | He drudges moſt, to humour lazy Minds . 
When Prieſis forget their Doctrine, or a Text, 

| | | Et Cetera paſſes for what ſhould be next: j 
N A Refuge ready to the moſt perplex'd ! 

r this, all Authors, but the Poets, ſin; - 

| They, Men of Conſcience ! rarely fill a Line 

| With an Et Cietera. tho' we muſt confeſs, 


E When Reaſon's wanting, Rhime is little leſs. 


Et Cætera / thou uſeful, buſied, Thing ! 
| : Enough I cannot, in thy Praiſes, ſing: 


et mult I ſtop, for want of Words, to ay 


low much I am thy Friend, Et Cætera. 
5 5 A | 


THE 
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OO 
THE 
PATRIOT. 


2 e HEN publick Debts make public 
TE 21 [ Taxes riſe 
WES T W23 2.255 And threaten'd Var demands enlarg! 


[Supplies 
for one Yea), 


IJ; *.. 56 
*©P% Wilt Thou, O . 


3 la 
To finking Funds thoſe Perguiſites of thine ? 


N e — 
Say, Will ye ſerve, unhir'd, the Britiſh State 


, to be truly Great, 


Wilt thou, {J——=», as ancient Heroes fonght, 


Court glorious Wounds, and lead our Arms fi 
[Nough 
, boaſt 


Or, wou'd ye, Ch—— and P 


More generous Conduct, did ye rule the Roaſt* 
| © Wound 


(4 
ys 
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Wou'd R——, C-—, and L——, glow 


With nobler Flame, and greater Virtue ſhow ? 


O-=----, and H., and ., once were in 
= Wou'd they not be what they'ye already been ? 
| And who expects to find a Patriot true, 


u rb. . —, and a prtjur'd Crew? 


Ah ! where's our boaffed national Regard? 
Who looks on Virtue as its own Reward ? 


where is the Barron, who, with generous Heart, 


BS will keep his Place. but with its Profits part? 
To eaſe the Publick, where, O where's the Man, 


| Who lives on juſt as litth as he can ? 


| Will ſerve the King and Country with his Blood? 
And loſe his All to gain the common Good ? 
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Of Garexs and RoMANs, but remains the Nan! 


And ſhall the World be robb'd of Briziſh Fame! 


The preſent Age extinguiſh ancient Fire? 
Ao publick Zeal and Liberty expire ? 

Ah! muſt the Tale in future Times be told ? 
And Sons, unborn, their Fathers Shame behold! 
Shall Strangers ſee the Britiſh Annals fill'd 


With Names, more odious than a B— x, or W. 


At length , awake; * with united Zeal, 
Aſſert the Intereſts of the publick Neal- 
Be brave in Arms--- but at the kaſi Expence; Wil 
Nor think it Hardſbip, in your Land's Defence ; ; 

: And ye, who want not Means enough to live, 9 
Salaries and Penſſons to the Publick give: 


& 


"> 


3 *%® 
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What glorious Patriats will the BRI TO xs be, 
Who, like their Gires, unſordid, brave, and free, 
| | Superfluous Wealth and Luxury caſhier, 
o aid the ie Fund, aud /et the Nation clear! 


| Vain Miſb vain Summons to a People, nurſt 
WS In factious Times, and with Corruption curſt! 
| ; Who, but a Go D, can fox our reeling State, 
F ; | Unite our Hearts, and make us truly great? 

WY Theſe Ends Hercalean Virtues might attain— 

; But, ah! we look for Saviours, now, in vain! 
WY All [ek rei- own ; and publick Welfare love, 
ut for Themſelves, and as their Intereſts move! 
| Extravagance and Luxury preyail, 

: i And, eyery Day, the Patriot Virtues fail! 


T3 | Once, 
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Of GRExxs and RoMans, but remains the Nun 
And ſhall the World be robb'd of Britiſh Fame? 
The preſent Age extinguiſh ancient Fire? . 

And publick Zeal and Liberty expire ? 

Ah! muſt the Tale in future Times be told? 
And Suns, unborn, their Fithers Shame behold ? 
Shall Strangers ſee the Britiſh Annals fill d 


With Names, more odious than a B- r, or WiLD? 


At length, awake; and - with anited Zeal, 
Aﬀert the Intereſts of the publick cal. 

Be brave in Arms=-= but at the 24 Expence ; 
Nor think it Hardſb5p, in your Land's Defence 
And ye, who want not Means enough to live, 
Salaries and Penſions to the Publick give: 


What 


ou ſeveral Occaſions. 


325 


What glorious Patriots will the BxiToNs be, 


Who, like their Sires, unſordid, brave, and free, 


Super fluots Wealth and Luxury caſhier, 


To aid the finking Fund, aud ſet the Nation clear ! 


Vain Miſb, vain Summons to 2 People, nurſt 


In factious Times, and with Corruption curſt ! 


Who, but a G0 p, can fix our reeling State, . 


Unite our Hearts, and make us truly great? 
Theſe Ends Herculean Virtues might attain— 


But, ah! we look for Saviours, now, in yain ! 
All ſeek their own ; and publick Welfare love, 
hut for Themſelves, and as their Intereſit move! 


Extravagance and Luxury prevail, 


And, every Day, the Patriot Virtues fail ! 


Ys. 


Once, 


— 
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Once, O BRITANNIA, Heroes were thy Pride... 
A Single Worthy ſpread his Influence wide : 
One Gon LIXE Genius, of the Patriot Race, 
New-moulded Men, and chang'd a Nation's Face! 
In darkeſt Times thy CARACTATUS ſhone, E 
And Roms admir'd the Glories of thy Son 
---But, in one Age, the PHOENIX daes appears 
T1MOLEONS breathe not every Thouſand Years! 
How long ere matchleſs Guardian WALLACE cant! 


No Hireling Patriot Fe and next to none, in Fane! 


Then, O ye Shades with deathleGs Gleries crow 
Ye Britiſh Ghoſts, in Annals long renown” 1 75 
If, in your bleſt Ely/um, ye can find 
One leiſure Hour to think of Human Kind; 
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If, mindful of your once loy'd Race and e, : 
Ye can ſuſpend your Happineſs a while 


Inſpire new Forms, or your old Fleſh reſume, 
To cruſh Corruption, and ſtrixe Faction dumb, 
Elſe ſelfiſh Souls our common Rights will rend. 


And ſacrifice BRITANNIA in the End! 


Twas thus, at once, the ancient Roman Boaſt, | 
Their noble Spirit, and their Reign, were loſt ! 
W An caſt y Prey the wretched Sons became, 


n whoſe Gorryprions ſunk the Fathers Fame! 


j 2 Already, lo! the Gorns and Vanvais waſte 
5 Our manly Senſe, and Liberty, and Taſte / 
ce! how the great and generous Arts decay! 


E Behold ! our boaſted Genius falls a Prey! 


"VF 4 Uznatural 


438 POE M-3- 
Unnatural Poſtures, and effeminate Airs, 


And queer Grimate, are National Afirs ! = „ 


Alike, the Court, the Soldier, and the Cit, 
Admires Bufoonry, and takes Tricks for WIr! 
Loves foreign Follies, doats on foreign Fools, 
Aliens to Senſe, to Nature, and to Rules! 
While our neglected Muss fly the Field, 
The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the Victors yield! 


* 
1 


IE ſleep, ye Ghoſts, unconſcious of our aſe, 
By Show deluded, and by Sound debas'd ! 
' Ah! look not on your Sous, degenerate grown, 
Nor, in our Featares, think to trace your own. 
Nothing, with you, but what was 7%, was good; 
And nothing Ie but what was underſtood; 


Alike, to Arts and Artiſis ye were kind, 
And moſt, rejoyc'd in Pleaſures of the Mind; 


Maintain 
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Maintatn'd no Follies at 2 va Expence, REIN 
Nor pay'd to Sound the due Reward of Seni; 
Pleas'd with your Native Wit, and Arts, and Arms, 
Ye © your Gold at Home, nor courted Foreign 
2 
But ye were Giants, Ah ! what Pig mies we! 
How different far from Barroxs, BRITONS be? 
Ye bravely fought, and gave the Nation Fame, 
And judg'd the Fate of Arts and Arms the ſame! 
We loſe our Spirit, baffle Reaſon's Rules, 
And to be faſhionable, will be Fools / 
How are we fal'n ! Is this th' Effect of Peace? 
For this did MaRLRNROUCRH's conquering Legions 
Is this the Way our Glory to maintain ? Oy 
Ah ! can we thus the Youth for Battle Train ? 
Alread y, are the publick Debts diſcharg'd, 
Since Luxury's wide Bounds are much enlarg'd ? 


Are 


. 


NMS 
Are South-Sea Breaches then repair d at laſt? 
Or why, on Trifles, all this T reaſure's Waſte ? 


But, Muſe, be huſh, and better learn the Right=- | 

Can Errors dwell with People ſo polite? 
Wou'd Beaus and Belles, the Glory of the Age, 
Conſent to Folly, and in Vice engage ? 
Such F olks as we can no Inſtruction want: 
SHAKESPEARE and OTway are the Poets Cant. 
o Sires were dull, unpoliſh'd, ms 
Poor Souls, they hugg'd the Pleaſures of the Mind! 
They ne'er a charming SENESINO had, 
Nor knew the Bleſſing of a Aaſquerade . 
Never to Them a HEIDEGGER gave Law! 
They ne'era Fawxs and VIOLANTE ſaw! 
Alas ! poor Men, they liy'd and dy'd unbleſt ! 
And reckon'd Farce and Pantomime a Jeſt ! 

| gs | Fs 1 
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More happy, and much wiſer, we have found 
Glories, that cou'd not breed on Britiſh Ground! 
We Contradictions reconcile, at once, + 
By Recipe's from Ir Al v and FRANCE! 
Imported Pleaſures, of the ſofter Kind, 
New-mould our Genius, and reform the Mind! 


e will: # ©: 9 


Deſunt Cetera. 


TO 


38 
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gay HE Character how glorious, and how 
[rare 
When modeft Virtue blends the beauteous 


ons branes 
'The Soul informs, and brightens, ev * Grace, 
And is it ſelf made lovely by the Face. 

Luci x pA, thoſe, who thy Perfections view, 
Muſt own this Truth exemplify'd in you. 

In you, all Beauty's boaſted Charms are join'd, 


And all thoſe Charms illumin'd by your Mind. 
But you, unconſcious of your Pow'r, diſclaim 
Your Right to reign the firſt in F emale Fame. 


CLt ORA 
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 Crrona's Title humbly you prefer, 
Content to wiſh you but cou'd copy her. 

Ah! wou'dft thou ſtill be Empreſs of my Heart, 
Be ſtill the ſame, the very ſame thou art. 

Wert thou CLE oRa, lovely thou migb'ſt be, 
But not Beiov d, fo Soy'reignly, by Me. 


| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
| 
if 
| 
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(Publiſh'd in the Daily Fournal.) 
On Reading the 


DUNCI AD 


By a Neutral 3 


J. | 
N Herd of Swine, to the deep Sea, 
Was headlong hurl'd, in Horx Warr: 


Another HERE, as all agree, 

Is funk in an Aby/3 of Wir. 
But, as the Devirs, in that Caſe, 

The filly, wretched, Cattle drown'd ; | 
Who cou'd, but Devirs, in 7his Place, 


Plunge Por s, in the va Profound ? 17 
— eee f Ne 
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II. = 
No Wonder Thoſe contrive that Theſe 
Shou'd ſhare of their allotted 8 
DEVIILs have ever us'd ſuch Ways 


With Mortals, fince from Heaven they fell. 


IV. 
Now, cou'd ought give ill-fated Elves 
Malignant Pleaſure, twould be this, 
« To think their 7orturers are themſel ves 


« 'Tormented in the Black Abyſs. 


To the Avruot of 
8 — = 42,4 A's 
| On Reading the 
D U N- „ 
Publiſh'd in the DA Av Jovan 
N W dreadful were the World's Alam, 
H a 


3 


When BARDs, an irritable Race, 
2 Diſcordant, fiercely flew to Arms, 3 
And broke the Musxs' publick Peace! 3 
Mankind, confounded with the Dinn 
Of Battle, waited for the Day, 


When Neutral Pow'rs wou'd once begin 


* 


ä 1 
A ConGREss, to conclude the Fray 


III. But 
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But Hope was vain from mortal Hand- 
No Means cou'd either Army quell, 
Fill thou, at once, didſt both disband, 
And Helter Skelter drive to Hell, 


While wallowing in the vaſt. Profound, | 
Alike for SwIN E and Dzvirs fit! 


T hey meet, condemw'd; may t hou be erown d 
The Great Delivers of Wi. * 
Henceforth, let Poſie, and Peace, 
Adown PARNASSUS, pour their Stream; 
Dor may one of the MusE's Race 
Receiye, till Merit gives him Fame. 


ful n  - mas 


vl. 
May Helicon no more a Mire 
| Be ſeen, like fatal, foul, F LEET DITCH, 
Fitter to choak, than to inſpire 
Men, curſt with the Overick Iich 1 


ON 


— 4 
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O N 


CLARISS 4 


T | 
H E fineſt Shape, the faireſt F "ace, 
The nobleſt Mien, and Air, and es 


Command Attention, and inſpire 
Beholding Crowds with amorous Fire. 
But ne'er can human Perſon ſhine 

80 beauteous and ſo hab diyine, 

As where, with every Virtue bleſt, 
The Soul Superior ſtands confeſt, 


2 2 II. In 
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In bright CLARISSs As heav'nly Framm 


Meet all Perfections, worthy Fame. 
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To crown her, what could Nature more? 


— —äU—IUñ 


And who can ſee, and not adore? 


| But what a Triumph Vice muſt boaſt, 
Were bright CLARISSA'S Luſtre loft 3 


= _— ———— — rn — KK . 0 A IE 9 HI." 
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What Ground wou'd honeſt V irtue loſe? 
What Atheiſt I'd be at the News? 


4 - 
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CL xx .. 


* 


* 


Not EvRE in EDEN, ere ſhe finn'd, 
CLARISS A'S Angel Form out-ſhin'd, 

[ And rais'd more Admiration ! 

; | Her Stature, Shape, her Mien, and Air, 
ner Boſom, Breaſts, Her Neck and Hair, 

| Her Eyes fo bright, and Face ſo fair, 


Are fraughted with Temptation. 


2 3 


IT H Virtues, Loves, and Graces join' d, 


EE nr 


. — — » 

—— = : . 

* 1554 ++ I — 3 
— — — or es 22 a ne — 6, Mo 2 

— — . i EIS nc ˖ ˖—r A+ + © FO _— — — — = . — 
- _ - — * — o — py +. _ - — = J 
os — — N 
— — — 

— — — — 


— = AF 6 
— SIIENTS 


— 


1 
. — 


—mUU—U U — — —— — — . — . on ee AAA > 
- — - 0 — — 


342 POEMS 
5 
Ye Sages, ſay, by Fleſh and Blood, 
How can ſuch Beauties be withſtood ? 
What Hermit wou'd not, if he cou'd, 
To Wantonneſs perſuade her ! 
But, round her Stock of 1 
The flaming Swords of Wit and Senſe 
Turn every Way in her Defence, 
Againſt the bold Invader! 


- 61 ſeveral Occaſions. 


Political POETR Y. 
L 1728. | 


Nil pictis timidus Navita puppibus 
Fidit. | Ho. 


— 


Golden Show'r (as Heathen Writers 
[fay,) 
Melted M/5 Danar's Maidenhead away. 


Nor Brazen Gates, nor Bars of Heel, 
i ; | | [cou'd prove 
Invincible, in Spite of Gold and Love. . 
No Wonder then a 7 urnkey's Daughter, led 

By Love of Gold, with great RI PER DA fled. 
Shou'd it ſeem ſtrange a common Soldier took 


A Bribe, and fondly follow'd ſuch a Dale? 
4 > All 
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Remember, BRrroxs, how you've been deceiy'd, 


* DANVERs and Hoapry ſooner ſhall agrec, 


Py 


All this, and more, is practis d every. Day— 
Bur, that this Caſe is ſuch, will Politicians ſay? 
What if the fam'd Eſcape ſhou'd prove a Blind ? 
By ploding Spaniards cunningly delign'd? 


By GUNDAMORE's implicitly beliey'd ! 
But hence, Suſpicion---GEoRGE can ne er be bit, 
What Court can prudent CAROL INE outwit? 
While Patriot W AL POLE manages the Helm, 
Shall PHIL Ip 's crazy Conſort overwhelm 

The Britiſh State, by Policy profound ? 


Shall Ar BER © NI riſe again renown'd ? 


And Dupct and MANLY in one Intereſt be! 


N — 
* 
7 


— 


CW. *, +» 


Authors of Weekly Papers on different Sides. 


F „ei, 
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1 wak d to Caution by a ſimple Bard, 
Neer may we find our Centry's off their Guard. 
Still may BRITANNIA's Watchmen wk their Round, 
And let no Harm approach her hallow'd Ground ! 
The Publick Safety is the Patrior's Aim, 


And Caution proves the Ground and Guard of Nume. 
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Of the RISE and FALL of a 


STATESMAN 


inſcrib d to Mr. Tuoxas GOR DON. 


hy 


The Watermen at Temple Stairs, 
Officious in their own Affairs, 7 
Attentive looking up the Lane, 


In Hopes ſome Paſſenger to gain, 
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| Who, being come, they croud to meet, 
And, all at once, lond-bawling, greet 
With Proffer of their Sculs and Oars , 
And call their Brothers Song of Hhores ; 
Nor ceaſe their noiſy Zeal, till he 
Says This or That's the Man for me ? 


— — . . 
— — — — 


— „»»“ on ol _ 
i hy — - — — —— — —— =_ - 
—— _ - — — — — ls — — r , m = : 
— 6 —— e ee 7 BO Wo) Ss no oo - EY — ol Ws Rn GS 
7g rs a Roar od 048. 2. N —_ N — . 
* 
W 


But, back returning, not a Word, 

Nor Hat does e&'er a Man afford 

No Soul attempts to make a Buſtle, 

And out of the Way his Neighbour joſtle; 

All, filent, let him paſs neglected, - 5 
As if he ne' er had been reſpected? 


Juſt ſo, dear 'T'xoMAs, does it fare 
With one prefer to publick cure 
Around him, cm croud to hail, 
And to applaud him never fail, 
” Proffer 


Proffer their Service, and apply 
For Penfion, Place, or Charity: 


* 


But, when turn'd out, how ſoon he's left! 
How ſoon of flatt ring Praiſe bereft ! 

Scarce is ho known by thoſe he rais'd ! 
Scarce by the giddy Rabble | gaz d! 

Tis well, if no Man does no worſe, 

Than paſs him with an idle Curſe 5 

If, but beſpatter d with their Dirt, 
He ſeapes amid the Croud, unhurt. 


* 
5 
ww 
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A 
Between the Nic! Honour ane 


"= and B 


In Imitation of Horace, Ode IX. Book III. 


4 | 
ILE you and I were cordial Friends, 


Alike our Intereſts and our Ends, 


I thought my character and Place 
Secure, and dreaded no Diſgrace. 
No Stateſman e' er was more careſt, | 
And more, in bis good F ortune, bleſt. 
B. Whilſt 


3350 POEMS 
| 
Whilſt I your other ſelf was deem'd, 
And worthy ſuch Renown eſteem'd; 


won your Heart, 


And, in your Counſels, took ſuch Part; 
T was the happieſt Man in Life, 
And, but with Torn, had no Strife, 


A. 
noble and polite, 
Whom G approves, is my Delight. 


His Loyal Merit is his Claim ; 
For him, I'd hazard Life and Fame. 
Me 8. 7 now, whom every Muſe 


And every Grace adorn, ſubdues: 

Attach'd to him, T'ye learnt to hate 
Vour Perſon, Politicks, and State. 7, 
A. What, : : 
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What, if our former Friendſhip ſhou'd 
Return, and you have what you wou'd? 
| 1f, for your Sake, the noble Duke 
Be quite diſcarded and forſook ? 
B. 
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Tho! 8. F---- now my Fancy warms, 
And all his Meaſures have ſuch Charms ; 
Tho' he is fond, indifferent you, 

Our ancient League I'd yet renew : 
1 For you, I'd Speech it in the Floufe ; 
| and carouſe; 


For you, with all my Heart, I'd vote; 


For you, write C 


5 For you make Friends, impeach, and plot; 


For you, I'd die what wou'd I not? 


Monumental O D E. 
0 the Vürtudus ME NMORT of 

Dr. WaLs n of V orceflerſhire: 

— ooo 


To "ER Heir and Executor, my nou 
Friend, Tromas Gonpon, El 
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. 
e ED to WALSH 's deathleſs Fame, 
15 Who firſt reviv'd the Roman Flame, 
And taught the BRTITONS how to pay 
Their Debt to 2 be my Lay. 


— 
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Let every Heart accord with mine, 
And every Voice * chan join. 
Mankind are all concern'd to raiſe 
A Monument to Warsn's Praiſe; 

5 pu 5 

From Prejudice's ſervile Yoak, 

Betimes his Godlike Genius broke : 
Betimes, from Tyranny he turn'd, 


And ſenſeleſs Superſtition ſpurn'd : 


Freedom and Truth his Reaſon charm'd : 


| Freedom and Truth- his Spirit warm'd ; 
And eyery Man, in Soul a Slave, 
Was judg'd, by him, a Fool or Knave. 
III. 
Building on principles ſo good, 
His Faith and Honour ſtedfaſt ſtood : 


Y ot It A a 
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Nor Prieſt nor Politician's Art, 
From Reaſon cou'd ſeduce his Heart, 
Him no Authority deceiy'd : 
For Cuſtom's Sake, he nought beliey'd : 
No ſpecious Shew, and vain Pretence, 
Impos'd upon his noble Senſe, 
. ; 

| Govern'd by Cuſtom, let Mankind 
Unite to cenſurg WAarsn's Mind; 
Let them with Freedom _ and call 2 
His noble JVi/dom Folly all : 
Reaſon, that proy'd his conftant "I. 
Will ftand and conquer on his Side. 
What Claim, on Him, cou'd Nature make, 
Who Virtue loy'd for Virtues Sake? 


P. What 


4 
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. 
What we call Kindred, — 7 
As well as we, lie underſtood : 
But what were theſe to one, whoſe Mud = 
And Fortune both were unconfin'd ? 
The Warld his Country was eſteem'd 
And all Mew were his Kindred deen d. 
'Twas Virtues Work for Him to chuſe, 
In ſuch a Growd, and to refuſes = 
; - 
What, tho? his Nature was inclin'd 
To benefit all Human Kind) 
{The he deſerving always ptov'd, 
In 3 Nature, moſt beloy'd, | 
us, ſearching among Men, with Gare, 
ro * an honeſt, worthy , 


Aa 2 | He 


-gg6 BO EMS. 
- He ſaw a Stranger to his Mind, 
And generouſly his All refign'd. 
Tho, Gorpoxn, you was bleſt before 
In Reputation and in Store ; | 
Dear to the Wiſe, the Great, and Good, 
And fair for high Preferment ſtood ; 
Tho, joyn'd with 'TRENCHARD's honour'd N ame, 
You ſhene renown'd in deathleſs Fame; 
Yet This was wanting to compleat 
Your Happineſs, and make you Great, 
His Choice, excelling his Eſtate ! 
Long may my generous Friend enjoy, 
And, like the Godlike WATLSsH, employ 
His Fortune, won by true Deſert, 


Approy'd by every honeſt Heart! 
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While, by the great Example taught, 
The World is to Conyerſion wrought ; 
| And, after Precedent ſo rare, | 
Makes real Excellence its Care. 
With Hopes of like Diſtinction fir'd, 
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ve Bards, exert your Gifts inſpir d. 
Te Orators of every Kind, : 
Ambitious ſuch a Prize to find, 

Each other ſtudy to excel, 


In Speaking and in Mriting well: 


If you wou'd future WALsn's move, 

Like Goxpo x, firſt deſerve their Loye. 
| = | 

But tremble, O ye Prieſts of BA AL-==- 
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Tour Kingdom now is near its Fall: 
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And Heav'n te him its Bounty deals, | 


| Henceforth be dumb, who heretofore 


The Independant Whig prevails, 
Were blind, and Providence adore ; 
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D A MON. 
J. 
VA. ſay, 


When DAN ON leaves you, 


How it grieves you? 
SYLVIA, ſay, 
How do you paſs the Day ? 
If your Share | 
Of Solitude and Care 


Does with mine compare, 
is dreadful as Deſpair! 
A a 4 


260 POE MS 
"0 
Damon, why 
D'ye queſtion 
My Vexation ? 
| Damon, why 
D'ye think I can have Joy? 
When you're gone, 
Accompany'd by none, 
J, like the Turtle, moan, 


W hen her loy'd Mate is flown. 
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To the Rida HoNXOURABLB 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 
In Imitation of Horace's Ninth Epiſtle. 


Pa Wes ——_ 


—— 


 Geptmins Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus 
Duanti me facias, KC. 


a 7UART, in FRANCE, had heard the 
| [grateful News, 
| | That ou Sir, deign to patronize my 
Muſe ; 

And, ever ſince he laſt arriy'd in Town, 


Sollicited that I wou'd make him known 
Not, in the ſupple Crowd, to cringe and beg, 
But only kiſs your Hand, and make his Leg. 
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Ive teld him Fifty ti mes, I can't pretend 
Jo introduce to WALT OTE any Friend. 

5 were ſawcy Rudeneſs, and too vain Conceit, 
In one of my Condition and Eftate, 

To lead a Stranger to a Man, ſo Great 

He ſhou'd addreſs ſome Senator or Lord ; 
Ac himſelf wou'd ſerve him for a Word, 
But, deaf to my Objections, ſtill he ſues, 
Nor, erring, will accept of an Excuſe; 

As if my Intereſt, in your Grace, he knew 
Better than I my ſelf preſume to do, 


Now, ſhou'd I not preſent my Friend, he'll ſwear 
I've ſelfiſh Views, and keep my Intereſt clear 
And, if I do, wou'd not your Levee ſneer? 
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fn this Dilemma, how ſhall I comport ? 


Affront my Friend, or turn a Jeſt at Court / 


To cure his Jealouſy, and keep his Love, 
Let me, for once, with humble — move, 
And Maſter of the Ceremonies prove ; 

Tho! all Beholders ſhou'd condemn my Braſs, 
Or, laughing, mark me for an ill-bred Aſs. 


What for a Friend, is not to he allow'd ? 


And, if you're pleqs'd, whit care I for the Crowd? 


Then may it pleaſe your Honour to forgive 
Your Mrrex12's Freedom, and his Friend receive; 
His Friend, who (con'd you truſt a Poets Word) 

Is Juſt as Brave as ever drew a Sword, 

An honeſt hearty Cock for common Weal, 

Is one of Us, and has a World of Zeal, 
THE 


23 POE MS 
d e 


6 
Battle of OT TERBURN. 
A FRAG ME NT. 


Hatred, Pride, and Love of Prey, 


AY LY [inſpir'd, 
2 — - © Engliſh and Scots the Men Name de- 
t _ [fird. 


Now 7 heſe now Thoſe in Arms trium- 
Ip hant ſtood, 

Scorning to yield, and crodigal of Blood. 

Oft did they Both, each other to oppoſe, 

And hurt Themſelves, make Truce with foreign Foes. 

Reluctant, Each to any Terms would come, 

And Neither kept an Union, long, at Home. 


But 
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But ne'er did mutual Rage more equal proye, 
Than, when the DoveLass and the PitRcy ſtrove. 
With Native and Hereditary Flame, 

Both burn'd for Glory, and aſpir'd to Fame. 
How gallant Both! what Wonders each atchiey'd ! 
The Vanguiſh'd triumph'd and the Victor griey'd ! 


Sing, heav'nly Mu/e,how OTTERBURN was fought, 


How great the Victory, and how dearly bought ! 


When ſecond Roptrr, aged and decay'd y 
Govern'd the Scots, were Engliſh Arms diſplay d 
In Merſe and Tyviot : ſlow and unprepar'd, 

He ſaw the Wrong, nor to revenge it dar'd. 
Like Him, unfit his Country's Rights t' aſſert, 
Was Jonx of RoTHSAY : But a braver Heart 


Inf, pir'd 
I 
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Inſpir'd Fiee's Earl ; who, ſecretly aroſe 
With valiant Dobel Ass to purſue the Foes | 
And, more t' infeſt their moſt contiguous Land, 
Disjoin'd their Forces, and their chief Command, 
Fir Earl,moft num rous, Weſtward took his Way, 
And made CALTE, and all around, his Prey. 
The Doverass, croffing Tine, to DURHAM paſs'd, 
And, ere *twas known, had laid the Country waſte, 


After a Courſe of expeditious 'Toil, 
Backward He turn'd, with an unuſual Spoil j 
And, in bis Match, to heighten his Renown,” 
Reſoly'd to ravage proud NEWCASTLE Ton 


But there NORTHUMBERLAND's old Earl was come, 
To intercept his boaſted Progreſs Home, 
From York to Brzwics, Men obey'd his Call, 2 
And there agreed inglotious not to fall 

Fluſh d 
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raſh'd with Succeſs, the Dover Ass nm theit 
Boldly attack'd, oy TI. Foe to Fog * 


Two Days, in Skirmiſh, were ſucceſleſs loft, 
When Hors Prev, from his Father's Hoft, 
A Challenge ſent, with more than Mortal's Pride, 
To the Srot's Chief, the Diff? rence to decide, 
In ſingle Combat: Tas receiy'd with 7 
As, when together for the Fate of T's OY, 

The Godlike HEC TOR and ACHILLES 18 
| Upon whoſe Heads whole Kingdoms might be bett. 
Mounted onSteeds, che wond ons Leader rode; 

Each look'd an Army, Or a Demi-God / 

Like two huge claſhing Currents, they 0, 
And, ſome time doubtful, hot Encounter wag'd; 


'Till, 


POEMS 


＋ iu, in the Struggle, with ſuperior Force, 
DovcLass bore Pixxcxr, headlong from his Horſe, | 
Reſeu'd by Eagle Friends, abaſh'd, he fed; 
But vow'd to ſee his hated Rival dead. 

« DovecLass (he ſaid) to Day has given me Pain 
“ Yet hopes to carry home my Spear in vain. 


The Scoriſh Hero, joyous, left the Place; 
But march d with ſlow and meditated Pace: 
Knowing the En'm my 's Numbers ſtronger grew, 
To OTTERBURN he, cautiouſly, withdrew. 
To OTTER BURN the future Scene of War, 
Whoſe dreadful Fame ſhall flouriſh late, and far, 
There, pitching Tents, the Soldiers, long oppreſt 
With various Travels and Fatigue, found Reſt. 


Thert 


„ 
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There, Joining Counſels, Officers agreed, 

To ſeek their ſocial Forces out with Speed : a 
But DouclL As, recollecting what was ſaid 

Of Horseuk's Threatning, wou'd not ſeem afraid. 
« He comes ('twas nois d) the vengeful PIERC Y 
« Diſplay'd his Banners, ſounding loud his _— x 
To Arms (the Dovcras call'd) tho' few my Men, 
What Coward Scot will turn his Back on Ten? 


Remember BANNOCKBURN, When they come on, 


Nor loſe the Glory that our Fathers won. 


The Captains, tho unwilling, now conſent, 
Jealous of Succeſs, but on Glory bent. 
strengthning the Camp nn its weakeſt Side, 
| The Soldiers, ſcarce refreſh'd, appear with Pride: 


All vow'd to conquer, or with Honour fall, 


Tme and obſequious to their Leader's Call. 
B b | *Twas 


"Twas in the Ev'ning of an Augu/t Day, | 
( Bright ſhone the Moon, and ſweetly melt the Hay 
When twice Five Tliouſand Eng liſb took the Field, 
Of Vict ry ſure, or vowing not to yield. 8 
Scornful, behind, they leſt a hoſtile Prieſt, 
Their Number twice the Scotiſh Hoſt, at leaſt: 
Encourag'd by the Brother PIERC IE 8, all 


Bravely engage, and none inglorious fall. 


But while, at Entry of the Camp, the Fight 
Prov'd hot and dubious, wheeling to the Right, 
The Scotiſh Horſemen in appointed Rank, 
Compaſs a Hill, and Charge the F oes in Flank. 
Now 'Tumult reign'd, and many Lives were joſh 


* * * Deſaunt Cetera. 
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1 


Hether the Guſts of Love, or no, 


0 Moſt fierce on Female Spirits blow; 


Let abler Pens diſpute in Proſe 


In Rhime, at preſent, I have choſe, 

By Inſtance of a common Tale, 

To ſhow, that Nature will prevail, 

And make the F air, who wou'd be civil, 
As ſubtle, certes, as the Devil. 


B 4. | Upon 
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; Upon a Time---for ſo my Nurſe, 

God wot, to me began Diſcourſe — 
A Widow, turn'd of Twenty Seven, 
(In Rhime, as well as Reaſon, even) 
To a dark Room, by Cuſtom chain d, 
At one Week's End her Cage diſdain'd. 
N o wonder, Sirs; for Fleſh and Blood, 


Sometimes, are Victors o'er the Good. 
Now, ſhe, tho' modeſt and diſcreet, 
Ne'er thought her ſelf for Glory meet. 


PL 


A Woman may have Store of Merit, 
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Yet want---as we may ſay---the Spirit: 


5 


The Spirit, ſaid I? By the Sequel, 


— 
* 


—— 


(Which, by the by, 1 wiſh may take well) 
Yow'll find ſhe had it---But, I warn all, 


Twas of the common Kind, nam'd carnal. 
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For, as we ſaid, a Week ſcarce ſpent, - 
(And ſure, the Time was like a Lent /! n 


In ſhowy Mourning, and Grimace, ' 


She wiſely weigh'd her preſent Caſe. Re FF 89 4 
And muſt T--- to her ſelf, ſhe ſaid— 
Neer couple, cauſe my Spouſe is dead? 
| Muſt I, ah me! for ever mourn, 
And Leaves of godly Ser mons turn? 
At Church, muſt I be in Diſguiſe, 
With a black Veil before my Eyes? 428 
To Balls and Plays, ſhall I no more 
| Repair, PM ' as heretofore ? 
Ah! Days of Sorrow, ye are long! 
Oh! Cuſtom, Foe to Widows young ! 


B b 3 Alone, 


Alone, thus ſigh'd ſhe for Relicf ; 
In Publick, counterfeited Grief : 
Or, if ſhe griev d indeed, tis clear, 
It could be only for that Geer, 
Which, Husband living, was wont moſt 
To give her Comfort at his Coſt. 


So (as the Story runs) a Bikes, 
(Juſt like another we all know) 
Made up Acquaintance-=-- but the Means, 
Which Fate, as well as th' End, ordains, 
Is not ſo clearly told nor need we 


Be over curious ſo, proceed we. 


A Tale quoth PRIOR - ſhort ſhould be, 


And who cou'd better fell, than Ze? 


Our 
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Our Widow, deeply skill'd in 2 
Follow'd th' Example of her Betters. | 
« Since 1 thought ſhe--- propoſe no more, 
“Than Gops, themſelyes, have done before, 
« Why mayn't I, to attain my End, | 
In uncouth Habit, dreſs my Friend ? 
« For 'tis not meet he ſhould appear, 
In his own Cloathing, often here. 
He muſt be chang'd”--- Twas quickly done; 
For next Night, about ſetting Sun, 
He, well inſtructed in his Part, 
Pretended to the TINXKERꝰSs Art. ; 
Love has been us d, you ſee, to plod, 
And reach his End, by Methods odd: 
For where there's Stomach ans no Meat, 


He'll ſteal, to make his Friends a Treat. 
BD4 : With 
5 
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With Apron, Hammer, Nails, and que, 
And other Utenft 71s more proper, 
He knock'd, and call'd, « Ho, who's within?” 
Then rung the Tinker's formal Dinn. 
The Porter. view'd his Face ſo black, | 
And Leathern Budget on his Back. 
Then told the Lady--- ſhe, good Woman! 
Whoſe Grief wou'd let her look on no * 
Said, fetch the Tinker in, with ſpeed, 
For of his Craft we have great need. 
If he be Maſter of his Trade, | 
Our Houſe may help to find him Bread. 
This faid, ſhe ſigh'd !--- the Tinker came, 
« God ſaye--- quoth he- my worthy Dame. : 
Your'e welcome, Tinker, ſhe reply d 
If to your Loot your Sus ally'd ; 
| | | Yo 
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You are 4 Tradeſman-== « That I be, | 

« As you may quickly find--- quoth He. 
Bring him ſome Drink, the beſt we uſe: 

Good Liquor Tradeſmen ne er refuſe. - . 

« I thank you, Madam "'---= Now you may 
Our Pots and Pans, at will, ſurvey. -' 
The Cuuldron broken is, I know; . 

Twill coſt at leaſt an Hour, . or two, 

Jo mend it well « But, by your Leave 
One Favour, Lady, I muſt crave: 

© That, ſince there's Secret in my Ar. 

« Which I'd not willingly impart, 

No Company I can allow, 

* To Witneſs how I work, but y. 

Then to the Brew-houſe, pleas d, they went-- 
Let Virgins gueſs with what Intent: 


Ny 


378 POE MS 
My Maſe is modeſt and diſereet! 
She never l what's not meet 3 
Of Baudry ever moſt afraid : 


Fy, that ne'er enters in her Head ! 


However, as Tradition ſays, 
Our Couple follow'd wicked Ways. 
| The Zinker by the Cauldron Side, 
His maſculine Talents occupy'd: 
And all the Time he was about it, 
(And here I bluſh--- ye need not doubt it!) 
; She thum p'd the Cauldron with the Hammer, 
In Chorus joining with his Rammer. 
A Politick, that none will blame, 
Who practiſe Mufick, like that ſame ! 


The Scene reacting, o'er and o'er, 
'The Porter chanc'd to paſs the Door, 
And 
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And heard the Noiſe the Hammer made 
The Trick ne' er enter'd in his Head! 

But, now Fn then, in Heat of Play, 

He overheard his Lady ſay ; | 

Strike on, good Tinker, briskly ſtrike, 
Your Cunning and your 7c vols 1 like, 
Nor is there ere a Smith, in Town, 


| Can boaſt an Anvil, like your own, 


tis 
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Or dedicate a Verſe of mine, 5 


1 Iſtake not, CEL 14, the Deſign, 


— 
— — 
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When 1 your Worth proclaim, 


To your diſtinguiſh'd N _ 15 
"- * 
The Muſes were ordain d to ſhew 


The Virtues of your Se 
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Then, why ſhou'd what is ſung, of you, 
Your modeſt Mind perplex ? 
At Thoughts of you, my Muſe takes Wing, 
My tender Boſom warms 
Indulge me then, with Leave to ſing, 
Or lay aſide your Charms. Ton 
No Seel Anſwer I deſire, 5 
No Favours I implore ! 
'Tis all I want, or can require, 


Allow me to adore. 


LV. 
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Poetic k 
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e Let Envy ſtri ve to blaſt my Boys 3 
Malice to rob my Stock of Fame, 

And Fortune joyn to blot my Name; 

Let Time, Oblivion, and Diſgrace, 

Conſpire my Memory to raze ; 

Let all that 16, and will be, join; 

Let Earth and Hell their Pow'rs combine; 
By STAIR and irs Favour crown'd, 
My Claſſick Mu o ſhall ſhine renown'd, 
When Barps, pro Tempore ſo fam'd, 
With all their Forks, are dead and damn'd ! 


The End of the SEconD YOLUME. 


. ' I Criticks quarrel with my Lays, : 
L 
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POSTSCRIPT 


Have now made a Collection of my 
Gi Poems, written on various Occaſious and 
Subjects, at very diſtant Times, in very 
. different Circumſtances, in no leſs diffe- 
rent Humours, and in a Manner peculiar to my Fil 
On theſe Accounts, they not only claim ſome 
Allowances, but may alſo be permitted to paſs for 
Originals; but whether as good or bad, is a Point 
that I muſt not pretend to determine. Whatever 
be their Quality, I find my ſelf oblig'd to make 
an Apology to Subſcribers, for delaying the Publi- 
cation ſo long. But, that I may not embarraſs 
my ſelf more than is needful, out of ſeveral 
ſufficient Cauſes and Reaſons, I will only mention 
one, vis. I put off Payment of the Principal, till 
I cow'd afford to make it with Intereſf, When 
they peruſe the Poems printed in theſe two 
Volumes, they will find them for the moſt Part 
new, and, I hope, better worth their Money and 
their Reading, than thoſe I was capable of pre- 
ſenting them ſooner wou'd have been: At leaft 


1 


334 POSTSCRIPT. 
I may boaſt, that the Paper and Print exceed my 
Promiſe and their Expectation. 


Bur I am in more Pain about the Reputation 
and Succeſs of my Muſe in the World of Readers, 
who have not /ab/crib'd. Such are ſuppos'd to 
be Strangers, or indiſſerent Perſons, and therefore 
more impartial Fudges 4 Merit than thoſe, who 
have been induced, by Friezd/hip, Favour, or 
Intereſt, to contribute to my Enconragement. 
Subſcribers are a Sort of Friends, who have 
voluntarily given me their Vote and Intere 

already. 7 haukfulneſs is all they will expect of 
me, beſides the Book And I ſhou'd deſerve to 
forfeit their preſent Favour, and future Indulgence, 
if I did not heartily pay them ſo jaſt a Tribute. 
But nothing leſs than real Excellence can ſtand the 
Teſt of Time, Truth, and Poſterity. Strangers 
will damn or prai/e as they pleaſe, without Regard 
either to my /eff or the illuſtrious Zi/? that appears 
on my Side. It is not a ſufficient Plea and 
Defence, that my Poems are Neighbour-like. The 
beſt Apology I can make is, perhaps, telling the 
World what I have deſtroyed: Then may Men he 
tempted to applaud my Virtue, at the ſame time 
as they condemn my Mit. I confeſs I have been 
a great Sinner in Poeſie Much fair Paper have! 
Blur d, ſince I took to 0e, which, I aſſure 
the Readers, was more by Chance than Defign. 
But, as I have defil'd much fair Paper, ſo tis ho 
leſs true, that much foul Paper have I burnd. 
It might puzzle a good Caſuiſi to determine 


whether my Folly in writing ſo much, or my i 
Diſcretion 


POST SCRRETE. 


Diſcretion in deſtroying what I have wrote, is 

zater / I have even ſacrific d ſome favourite 
Pieces to the Flames, for Fear of offending the 
Good, the Great, or the Weak Ones of the Earth. 
I have almoſt circumci os others to Death, to 
ratify Perſons I was oblig d to, in Spite of m 
— 5 and Taſte. I wiſh TI ould fax, | 
I have not alſo publiſh'd not a few, which 1 
diſlike, out of mere Ceremony and Compliment - 
But, both by what I have printed, mangled, and 
deſtroyed, the Revenue has gain'd conſiderably. 
In this Reſpect, my private Vices have turned to 
publick Benefits. Perhaps, if I had delay'd this 
Publication much longer, my Fame too had been 
better ſecur'd ; for, at the Rate of my late Pro- 
cedure, I was like to have made away with the 
whole Bagatalles of . my Brain. Had I not been 
engaged by Honour to be juſt to my or -e. 
I believe in my Conſcience I had not left a Yer/e 
to riſe up in Judgment againſt me. As Matters 
are at preſent, I am almoſt a Bankrupt in 
PARNASSUS; for I have ſcarce /av'd a Remnant 
of my Poetick Stock, beſides theſe Volumes, 
which I deliver up as broken Shopkeepers ſerve 
their Creditors, when they pay a Penny in 
the Pound: Like them . too, I keep a good 
Conſcience and Countenance; for why ihou'd 
Breaking for the Sake of a ſafe Reputation be 
| conſtrued worſe in a Poet, than Breaking for 


the Sake of his Family in a ſober Citizen of 
LoNDoN? | | 


| Vol. II. Ec WHETHER 


POSTSCRIPT. 


" WHETHER I- ſhall deal more this Way is | 
doubtful. I muſt take Leiſure to examine the 
World's Pulſe, and my own, before I run another 
Riſque. Vanity and Conceit, (whereof I have a |} 
Share in common with the whole tuneful Tribe) 
may perhaps provoke me to write on, even in 


Spite of Cenſure and JInfamy But if Judg- 
ads and Been ri = "nk my eh 1 
may get the Better of theſe natural Sæducemeni, 
or at leaſt learn to bound their Extravagance, 
and employ my Tal? to better Purpoſe than ! 
have hitherto done. Poets as well as Patria. 
ought to pay their firſt Regards to Heaven 
and their Country. Both one and the other 
ſhou'd endeavour more to be uſeful, than enter- 
taining, to Society. One Virtue is worth a World 
of Wit. I wou'd glory more in being the 
Author of ſome noble Action for the publick 
Heal, or of ſome real good Office to obſcur: 
or oppreſſed Merit, than in Volumes 5 erſe, 
and reverſconary Fame. But, if the Patronage 
and Encouragement of Perſons of all Ranks | 
and Parties, wherewithal I am honour'd, ſhou'd 
ever inſpire my Muſe again, and call forth more 
_ Verſe from my Poetick Goleotha, I am reſolyd 
to devote it, as it ſhou'd be, to the glorious End 
aboye mention d N 1 ö 
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POSTSCRIPT. 
Judgment, and Virtue bear my ſoaring Wing, 

While greater Things with greater Force I ſing; | 
Henceforth to Hab' and to the Common Meal, 
| Sacred be all my Energy and Zeal. 
God and our Country our whole Ardour claim 
Who ſerves theſe bef, deſerves the higheſt Fame. 
From my right Hand and raptur'd Muſe depart. { 
The Gifts of Nature, and the Aids of art, 5 
When 1 6 Vice an impious Tribute pay, 

Or rob fair Yirtue of its rightful Lay. 
But, if a Ver ſe has e' er eſcap'd my Pen, 
Bluſh'd at by Virgins, or diſlik d by Men; 
af Frailty, Folly, Wickedneſs, or Wit, 

Hath made the Muſe Aa guilty Line commit ; 
Be candid, good Reformers of Mankind, 
And, while you've Faults, to my Tranſere fon: 


blind 
Ce 2 | But 
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POSTSCRIPT 
But chiefly, Thou, great Origin of Song, 
To whom the Art and Artiſt both belon g; 
Pardon the Sinner, and his Muſe inſpire, | 
For nobler Subjects, with more hallow'd Fire : 
Be thou his Theme, his Patron, and his Guide; 
Approv'd by Thee, what boots the Morld beſide? 
| Whom thou condemn'ft, no finite Power can praiſe, 
Nor ſink, whom thou doſt condeſcend to raiſe. 
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